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1975 was the year | discovered that | was not alone In my appreciation of an old science fiction 
series called STAR TREK. With the publication of STAR TREK LIVES and the NEW VOYAGES anthologies 
that year, | was Incurably Infected and knew | just had to find more of this nifty fan fiction. 
Easter said than done — my first querles were met with, "Sorry, that zine's out of print." It took 
more than a year of searching and scrounging before | finally hooked Into the publishing network 
(remember, those were the days before DATAZINE and UNIVERSAL TRANSLATOR — all | had to work with 
was a very out-of-date STAR TREK WELCOMMITTEE DIRECTORY). 1! soon began to notice several authors 
who stood out head and shoulders above the rest -- and Ginna LaCrolx was one of them; her name on 
a story assured a most pleasurable read. And thanks to long-time collectors such as Sandra Gent 
and Ruth Brelsinger, who allowed me to borrow their zines by the double armload, | was able to soak 
up many of Ginna's out-of-print stories. All along | thought It a shame that such a rich ouvre was. not 
available to all fans -- and thus was born the concept of TREK ENCORE (originally simply ENCORE, 
but a Mel Gibson anthology beat us to that title). 

Little did we at IN CASE OF EMERGENCY PRESS realize what a task we had undertaken! Pat Friedman 
has served yeoman duty at her computer, feeding it each and every page of these three volumes -- 
she had no Inkling of the work ahead when she Innocently volunteered to "do some typing" for us. 

And Marte Wallick has been Invaluable by giving us access to her mint condition collection of vintage 
zines -- and thanks are owed to all the other San Diego readers who dove Into closets and attics 
searching their collections for us. Usually proofreading Is a real chore, but In this case It was 

a genutne pleasure to read and reread these stories. Thanks also to Kim Knapp and Julle Cabler for 
their share of time In proofing -- which was gauged not by the number of pages, but by the Inches 

of thickness ("I'll have the last 5" back to you tomorrow"). 

We must also express our gratitude to the editors who have granted permission for reprinting 
many of the storltes and poetry in this collection. Further ahead is a IIst of those editors who 
are still actively publishing, Including their zines which are stil! tn progress. 

If fan reception to the concept of TREK ENCORE Is encouraging, we hope to amass other retro- 
spectives of fan writers. We welcome recommendations from our readership of writers they would 
ltke to see reprised In this manner. 

Happy reading, 


Vel Jaeger 
EDITOR 





Tt 


82 
P 


é 
From the Author 


FROM THE AUTHOR 


A word from the author? Yipes, I've never written a word unless I've been hiding behind Kirk 
and Spock! 

Ltke everyone who writes, there are a few people who must take most of the credit. First -—- 
Carol Frisbie, for taking the time to patiently explain to a first time writer why, In "Invasion" 
she couldn't destroy every starship In the Fleet — and for always pushing for better stories. Second, 
-- Merle Decker. You all know her artwork, and so much of It has made my stories better than they 
are. Who can forget her illo In "Reckoning" of a dying Kirk held In Spock's arms. A non-Trek friend 
sald of It that she_had never seen such love expressed In a drawing, and | agree. Merle's name should 
also be on "Truths" — a story we hashed out on a midnight drive back from New York and who gave 
Its first editing comment -- "It's got a beginning and an ending, but you forgot the middle!" Third 
-- Ruth Brelsinger — for being there. Lastly to all the nutty editors who take on the agony of 


producing the zines In which our works are printed. Without you, we wouldn't be -- and think of 
how much money we would have saved!! 

Vel suggested a small history of some of the stories. | seem to write differently from most 
people, having no preconceived Idea before starting of what I'm going to write about. The only con- 
crete Idea is a “hurt™ (mostly for Kirk ~—- he Is so beautiful when he Is dirty, bloody, and exhausted 
— my Spock tends to sit there stoically and say, "There Is no pain eee") or a "quote." That's why 
| can't get past the short story format. | don't know what's going to happen either. | get so in- 


volved as | scribble along that | can't stand It any more and finish so | can find out what happens! 
I'm afraid I'm never going to write the great American novel. For example, "Safe Haven" was supposed 
to be a happy shore leave story, but when | discovered men plotting against poor Kirk on page one, 
1 knew | had falled. 2 

"The Human Tear" arrived out of a humn book found at the National Cathedral. "Breaking Potnt" 
was originally a very long farce, written when Carol Frisbie complained no one was writing hurt/com- 
fort any more. At that time its title was "} Don't Feel Very Good" or "I Assure You, Doctor, | Am 
Perfectly All Right" or “Why Won't Anyone Ever Listen To Me." In It everybody got hurt. The story 
also recelved the best editing comment I've ever hag: "It has to be shortened by about twelve pages, 
but don't take anything out!" "The Christmas Tree" was written during Hurricane David,which won 
me the "Landru Award for IIlogic" at the Volkers' New Year's Eve party. 

| often write to relieve my frustrations. After blowing a piston rod through the engine_of 
my car one Christmas, did | get mad? No, | sat down and made Kirk a drug addict In "Images." "The 
OUtsider" turned up when everybody else went off to a convention and | had to stay home and work. 

Everyone has thelr favorite story and their own reasons for It, just as I'm sure most writers 
secretly dislike much, of what they have done. I'm no different. | have a very special place in 
my heart for "Breach" a story written years ago with probably more emotion than anything else I've 
done. Even now, It stands the test of time and | still love It. | hope each of you finds something 
of equal value In the following pages, and enjoy reading It as much as | have writing Iteeee 
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Leadership causes a unique separation; 
I choose for others 

life -- 

or death, 

war -- 

or peace. 

The responsibility is aine 

sade so by the lonely 

position of comeand. 

The burden belongs to ae alone. 


one, solitary -- alone, reached out 


One 
Alone 
Solitary 


Huaan 
illogical 
iapul sive 
hazel eyes 
expressive 


Together 
United 
One 


Vulcan 
logical 
constant 
brown eyes 
revealing 


The expression of two together 
created ae, 

different -- 

not accepted 

despite IDIC. 

One would not, 

one could not 

extend love, 

leaving ae at peace nowhere, 
accepted by no one -- alone. 


one, solitary -- alone, answered 








We Were All the Same Age... Once 


The three friends were alone. A half-enpty bottle of brandy sat on the table; a mellow mood of companionship 
filled the rooa. 

“Who would have thought it, years ago,” said McCoy finally, "that three such unlikely characters would end up 
as we have?" 

Spock looked up from the glass of brandy that he had been studying. “I believe each of us had reached the goal 
we set for ourselves, Doctor. 1 do mot understand your statenent." 

Kirk jumped in before McCoy’s glower managed to break the mood, “I think McCoy means ending up here, on the 
Enterprise. | agree, Spock, that we’ve set our initial goaks, but when you first becaae fascinated by science, 
did you expect to be in Starfleet?” 

“Indeed not, Captain." A faraway look appeared in Spock’s eyes. "I had just attained ay third year when ay 
human grandfather sent ne a molecular model set. My father had started instructing me in basic chemistry, but this 
was completely mine, to use as 1 wished without interference. I oelieve it was then that I decided to make science 
my life...” 

"Now that’s a coincidence'" broke in McCoy. “On ay thirg birthday, my oad gave me one of his oid stethoscopes. 
I spent weeks with it pressed against anything that had a heartbeat. Sur dog almost ran away from hone," He 
chuckled. “The funny thing about it is that I still have that stethoscope. shen I’a really down for some reason, | 
take it out and look at it for a while. It reminds me of the joy and wonder < once felt, and why I becage a 
doctor.” He looked at Kirk. “Why the grin?” he asked defensively, 

"You’re not going to dei:eve this," Kirk Said quietly, “but I discovered the stars for the first time on ay 
third birthday. I was allowed to stay up late that night. We were all outside, and there was a huge shower of 
falling stars. I renember standing there on tiptoe, stretching as far as { could, trying to catch thea. They 
looked like there were going to fall right into my aras, i cried when they didn’t. Dad held ne and exalained what 
had happened. it was then that I knew I would live in the sky with the stars...° He stopped, an enbarrassed grin 
on his face, 

For a moment they sat silent, then Spock sua@ed up what they were thinking, “It would appear, gentlemen, that 
we were all the sage age...once.* 









George Kirk stood at the window looking out over the fowa countryside, For as far as the eye could see, 
ripening crops were waving in the gentle August breeze. The corn was standing tall, a startling green amid the 
golden wheat, its rippling waves flowing as the ocean to a distant shore 

Childish voices rose fros below, Looking down he saw his son running across the lawn with his friends. He 
smiled fondly as he watched his namesake easily outdistance the others, then stop, laughing, and wait for thea. 

A noise froa behind hia told him he was no longer the only one in the room. He turned to discover a sailing 
nurse. 

"Hy wife...” 

"She’s fine, Mr. Kirk. And so is your sew son." 

He felt a ridiculous surge of pride as he heard the words, then chided hiaself, He was getting too old for 
such feelings. He followed the white-clad figure down the corridor and quietly entered the rooa. 

He would always carry the inpression close to his heart. His wife, and his son, their eyes fixed on each 
other, love radiating around the room. He soved forward and bent down. A pair of blue-hazel eyes set his head on 
and he had the feeling he was fei:ng carefully appraised. Then a tiny hand closed on his finger. There was strength 
in tnose little fingers and a quiet detersination, The tiny infant seewed to know exactly what he wanted. Then he 
sesled - and they were witness to the first of sany smiles that would melt tearts throughout the galaxy. 

He smiied back then, with his finger still iaprisoned S¥ the small hand, turned to his wife and kissed her. 

"Thank you, my dearest love, thank you for...James Kirk.” 


* 


It is hard to be different. You are always the odd an out, always the brunt of torment, it is especially 
aifficuit for a child. 

Amanda could not tear her eyes froa the lonely figure standing in the roadway outside the house. Minutes 
before there had been a large group of children - she had been almost teapted tostep out and invite thea in, but 
that was not an accepted custom on Vulcan. Children worked and studied, they did not play, 

Spock turned and started walking slowly toward the house, trying hard not to cry. Life was gradually becowing 
unbearable. No aatter how hard he tried to control his emotions he was always slipping - his eight years of life 
were not yet sufficient to master the rebellious huaan side of his heritage. His classmates did not understand - 
they had no trouble adapting to Vulcan philosophy. 

{t had happened again today. He had lost his temper. Syhat had made an innocent remark about the inferiority 
of humans - especially the human female. There was no reason for anger, yet he had nade a fool of hiaself in front 
of the others. 

He knew his father would be told and once again he would never be able to explain his actions to Sarek - his 
father would never experience the terrible conflicts that faced nim every minute of every day. 

He opened the door and came face to face with his mother, He almost cringed from the sympathy and unshed tears 
that shone froa her eyes. He wanted so badly to fling himself into her arms and cry out all his pain and frustra- 
tion. But he was raised to be a Vulcan and such a display of emotion would be considered almost obscene, 

He squared his thin shoulders and gently shut the door against a world in which he would never belong. 


* 


“Come on, Len, I’ already late'” 

Leonard McCoy dragged a comb through his unruly hair, then gave it up as a lest cause and galloped down the 
stairs. 

"O,K. Dad, J’a ready.” 

Graham McCoy looked up to see eager blue eyes and a tangled sop of hair. He shook his head at his thirteen 
year old son. 

"If you want to become a famous surgeon you'll have to change your image, son," 

They both laughed. It was a long standing joke between thea. 

He could not remember when he did not want to be a doctor. His father was one of the last of a dying breed - a 
general practitioner. For over a century the profession had gone to specialties - Graham McCoy was one of the few 
remaining medical men who could handle a vast array of problems, frog surgery to psychiatry, He often said that 
brain surgery was the only thing he wasn’t about to tackle. 

During the summer months when he was not away at school, Leonard McCoy always went with his father as he aade 
his rounds. He loved the south, he loved Georgia with its peaceful, unhurried way of life. It wa almost as if the 
tremendous progress of the past few centuries had somehow passed the vast pine forests and red clay hills. 

; Each year as he went on the aedical rounds, he found himself appreciating each patient, each person as soseone 
special in himself - someone to be respected. 

His father watched the sensitive, huganitarian feelings develop in his son with some concern. Leonard was 
prone to hide his real feelings behind an increasingly cynical exterior. But he knew it was an act put on for his 
friends sothe sensitivity of his emotions would not be exposed, 

One evening just before Leonard was leaving for medical school, the two of them were sitting on the lawn, the 
crickets and lightning bugs filling the dusky summer night with noise and flecks of light. They were discussing the 
future and what it @ight hold. 

"Len, there is only one thing which sakes a good doctor stand out from his fellows. He cares, and because he 
cares, he is hurt over and over again. You have a large capacity for caring and J am afraid for you. Be ready, for 
1 feel life will treat you harshly. J only wish there was something J coui¢ do to help you.” 

His son’s extraordinary blue eyes were fixed unwaveringly on his face. Strong hands with the sensitive fingers 
of the surgeon, took his. 

"Dad, you have shown ae wnat a doctor can do by practicing the art cf iiving, I only hope I can be half the 
man you are.“ 

weonard McCoy would have many opportunities to remeaper that conversat:on and to wonder how his father could 
have known so exactly what the future heid far his ideaiist son, 


* 


Earth was not large enough for the young boy with tne expanding creams. {here were unexplored galaxies, new 
races to be met, places to go, things ts do. 

Jim Kirk was popular. He was a natural leader in the rough and tumble games ct an Jowa childhood, He was a 
brilliant student and, even at an early age, applied miaseif industriously. Although ne was far ahead of his friends 
in school, he was no less popular for it. They accepted him as he accepted them. 

Night would find hia watching the sky. The stars and their surrounding satellites fascinated him. He knew 
each constellation and the planets which revolved around the different stars. Ye and his father would spend hours 
discussing space travel and exploration. 

George Kirk knew he was going to lose his son to Starfleet, In his heart he had wanted Jim to stay with hia in 
Towa, to take over the fare which had passed from father to son for generations. 

Sam wasn’t going to stay. He was already buried in his biology studies anc was destined for a career in 
research. He had often thought about talking to his younger son - perhaps if he let his feelings be known, Jim 

.would change his mind, maybe even join him in the field of agricultural chemistry. 

But not after today. Ji# Kirk had met his destiny and the elder Kirk knew 1%. Every fibre in the nine year 
old body had cried out in exciteaent and wonder, 

At the invitation of an old friend, George Kirk had taken his young son to the Starfleet base several hundred 
miles from their farming home and had watched a fleet of alien ships arriving for an interstellar conference. St 
was the first time he had ever seen Jia struck speechless. He had watched the Andorians, the Tellarites, the 
Vulcans, and many other meabers of the Federation arrive - each in the distinctive craft of their planet. They had 
been allowed to look at some of the ships close up, The captain of the Andorian vessel had even shown then the 


command center of his ship. 
The trip home passed in silence. They were just approaching their town when Jin said in a quiet voice. “Dad, 
I’m going to command a starship someday. 


He had looked over at his son, a light, teasing remark on his lips. But there it died. Serious hazel eyes had 
turned to look at him. Jin Kirk had made a statement of fact - not a wishful stateaent for the future. His son had 
elected to follow a long, hard road. Froa what he knew of Starfleet, starships were few and the men commanding thea 
an elite group, Few men would qualify although many would try. All he could do now was give his support in any way 
that he could. 


* 


Sarek stood with the paper in his hand, his eyes focused on the print but he did not see it. He looked up at 
the slender figure of his son standing at the large windows looking out over the peaceful gardens surrounding the 
house. 

"You know this 1s expressly against ay wishes.* 

Spock turned and looked at his father, the calm, brown eyes threatening to betray the inner turmoil. He had 
tried for seventeen years to please this man, he had tried to deny who and what he was in order to earn his father’s 
pride. He found he couldn’t do it without destroying himself. So he made the break, 

“l can continue ay scientific studies at the Adadeay, Father. | am not abandoning thea.” 

"] am not questioning your studies. You were expected at the Science Acadeay. All of our house have gone 
there to study and teach." 

Spock drew a deep breath. "Father. { am not like the others of this house. 1 cannot exist on Vulcan for | ae 
not Vulcan. I do not belong here. I cannot function as an outsider. I can make no contribution to a race who will 
not accept me for what I ag. In Starfleet I would be one of sany who are different. There I could contribute - | 
would not always have to be proving ayself.° 

Spock’s words struck Sarek deeply, out he refused to let the pain evident in them register in his mind, 

"Have you forgotten Idic, Spock?" 

A bitter note crept into his son’s voice. "No, I havent, but otners save.” He could not face his father as 
he continued, but turned to look out the window again. ‘Vulcan has its hypocrites and its prejudices. A difference 
1s not to be tolerated 1f that difference 1s a hybrid, and particularly if it 15 a Vulcan hybrid.” His voice soften- 
ed so Sarek had to strain to hear hig. "You would not understand for vou have honor and respect. You have never 
been different. You are a leaders others will always follow yoou. | do not have that confidence. I do not want 
the responsibility of leadership.” Turning back to his father, he continued. “Human nature is a fragile thing, 
Father, and I am half huaan. I will always be half human, even though 1 try to deny it to ayself. Perhaps in 
leaving Vulcan I can become Vulcan, At least I have to try.’ 

Father and son stood staring at each other, Spock’s eyes pleading for the understanding he knew would never 
come, Finally the acceptance from Starfleet Academy fluttered from Sarek’s hand to land on the floor in front of 
Spock. 

“You have sade your choice, Spock. I hand you your life free of any commitment to your family. You need not 
consider yourself ay son any longer.” 

Spock stood looking at the eapty space where his father had stood, a deep ache in his heart. Eventually he 
bent down and picked up the paper. 

"What price freedom?" he thought bitterly to hisself. “Now I belong nowhere.’ 


* 


Stendy Riches was up to his ears in paper. His report on Bydan Nervous Disorders had finally been finished, 
neatly typed, and sorted into their correct order and piles. He had spent the greater part of the past year working 
on it and, because of the results, his career in research was assured. All he had to do now was to deliver it to 
Dr. Hunnicut in the aorning and he would feel a new aan. 

Suddenly his world fell apart. His roommate cage barging in the door. 

"Sten," he cried, “she said yes! She’s going to marry me! I’m so happy I could tear this place apart.” 

And, to Sten’s horror, Leonard McCoy proceeded to do just that, starting with his neatly stacked and sorted 
report. He watched in numbed awe aS hundreds of pages floated down froa the ceiling, only to be traapled under the 


flying feet of his rampaging rooaaate. 

McCoy finally exhausted hiaself and fell Jiaply onto the bed, an idiotic grin covering his face. He couldn’t 
remember being so happy. 

"Well, aren’t you going to congratulate me?’ 

It was only then that he noticed Sten’s face, the unbelieving look in his eyes as he looked at the strewn pages 
of his report. McCoy’s eyes followed his to the floor and it slowly dawned on hia what he had done, 

"Sten! Your report...! I didn’t..." 

Sten nodded, still unable to speak 

“Oh, ay gosh!" McCoy tept off the bed. “Stay still, 171] pick it up, I swear, every last page." 

He fell to his task with a vengeance, then slowly collapsed onto the floor, “Oh, Sten, she’s so beautiful. { 
still can’t believe she said yes.” 

Sten finally got over his frozen daze and stood up. “Len, you are a lovesick dolt, but congratulations anyway, 
Now, if you don’t help ae pick up and sort out these papers, you won’t live to see your wedding day.” 

The past few years had gone well for Leonard McCoy. He had been accepted in medical school and had gone through 
pre-med with all its boring sciences and mathematics with no trouble. Everything about medicine was fascinating for 
hia, even if at tiges some of the subjects did not seem to relate to medicine at all. 

Now, at age twenty-two, he was ready for the next step - the five years that would qualify hia as a surgeon, 
the one thing he had been dreaming of for a lifetine. 

Then he had met Ariana, All his father’s warnings had gone right out the window. 

"Len, medicine and aarriage don’t ix. Medical students and marriage are an even worse aix. If that special 
girl does cone along, hold off - do it for her sake if not vour own. Finish school, start your practice before you 
get entangled. Medicine will be your wife and aistress. You’re too intense, son, you’re not going to be able to 
separate your private life from your work. it gay make you an outstanding doctor but you’]] be hell to live with." 

And McCoy had seen 1t happen. He had seen it happen gany tiaes to his fellow students, even to his instructors, 
But he was different - he knew he could handle the different pulls on his life. So he shoved his father’s warning 
to the back of his mind and took the plunge. 


*« 


The night seemed to drag on forever, No matter how much he tried to sleep, he couldn’t. He had been up 
several tines to pack another item he nad forgotten and to discard something he decided was unnecessary. 

When dawn finally arrived, he was sitting impatiently in the kitchen, tis finally packed luggage stacked by the 
door. 

His father chuckled as he waiked in. “You Seem a oit impatient, Jim, I’m sure the ship: isn’t going to leave 
without you." 

Jia Kirk grinned sheepishiy but not even his fatner’s gentle teasing could dampen his enthusiasn for long. He 
was about to go on his first deep space voyage. Fred Bargner, a good friend from school, had invited him to spend 
the summer on Tarsus IV. fFred’s father waS doing some research on certain aicro-organisas which were located in the 
area and was bringing his family to Tarsus while school was closed, George Kirk felt it was an opportunity that his 
son shouldn’t miss and agreed to let hia go. * 


Fred and Jim explored the ship together. It was a Starfleet vessel, designed to @ove cargo and a saall nuaber 
of passengers. Because of the nature of his father’s work, Fred had been in space many times and he took pride in 
being able to answer aany of Jia’s questions. 

In the two weeks to took to get to Tarsus, Jia imade friends with most of the crew seabers. They were iapressed 
with the boy’s general knowledge of the workings of Starfleet and what he didn’t know he learned quickly and didn’t 
forget. Although he had less travel experience than Fred, he quickly outdistanced hia in acquired knowledge and 
spent a vast majority of his time with whatever crew mesber had tie to talk with hin. 

But all good things have to end and they finally arrived at Tarsus. Brandan Bargner was there to meet thee and 
take thea to the house he had rented. 

The days passed as all sunmer days pass during youth. One stretched into another, there was never enough time 
to do everything that one set out to do. Fred and Jim grew hard and tanned under the Tarsus sun. At their age, they 
did not spend such tine listening to the concerned adult talk of drought and fungus. 

Finally the seriousness of the situation became obvious. Food was being rationed, they were required to stay 
hore or at least stay in the yard - no gore glorious hours to be spent in exploring the alien countryside. 


Then cane the fatal order from Governor Kodos - and half the population died. 
Jia Kirk left Towa at the beginning of that summer as a fourteen year old boy. He returned a man, his childhood 
destroyed by a senseless act of desperation, 


* 


The military pomp and circumstance rang throughout the Academy. Another class was graduating and only the best 
had ade it this far. Proud parents and families gathered around the successful new officers who were trying hard 
to look as though {t was a matter of fact happening and managing only to look slightly dazed. 

There was one exception - one cadet who was not being congratulated, who had no fa@ily ringing close. Spock was 
standing a little off to one side, waiting for the tightly packed throng tostart to break up so he could 
unobtrusively make his escape. 

He had not expected his family to come. He had not been home in the five years he had been at the Acadeay and, 
in that tise, he had not heard once from his father. His aother wrote regularly with a regular supply of his 
favorite ’snacks’ along with some small presents, He knew that she would havea been here today if it had been at 
all possible, but she tried to follow Vulcan customs as auch as possible and a wife’s obedience to her husband’s 
wishes was one of the aost iaportant. Sarek would not come - Amanda could not come. 

He saw a break in the crowd and aade his way out of the auditoriua. He returned to his quarters and resumed 
his packing. He had been assigned to aresearch project on Gamaa Hydra 9 under Professor Martin Stanis. He was 
pleased with the assignment. Dr, Stanis was an eminent scientist who occasionally lectured at the Acadeay during 
Spock’s tise there. He had hoped to have the opportunity to work with hia but had not dared to think it would have 
been so soon, But something in the Vulcan had attracted Stanis’ attentiion. The quiet intelligence and inquiring 
mind had aade hi stand out aaong his contemporaries and he had requested that Spock be assigned to his service when 
he graduated, 

Spock finished packing his belongings and shut the last case. He glanced around the rooa, a last look to make 
sure he had forgotten nothing. He looked at the aeager stack of his belongings piled beside the door and sailed 
grinly to hinself#, He had little to show for his twenty-two years, few possessions and no real belonging anywhere. 
Then a sudden thought went through his aind, He sat down and composed a stargraa, 

"Mother. Graduation is completed. I start on my new assignaent with Dr, Stanis tomorrow. At present ! do 
not know exactly what I shall be doing. When J have acquired that inforration I shall contact you. Spock." 

Picking up his bags, he left the Academy. There were no hails or farewells for in his tenure there he had sade 
no friends. He had become among huaans, the Vulcan he could mot have possibly been anywhere else, He was respected 
for his abilities and for his work, but nothing personal had passed between hia and his classmates. But at least 
now he was siaply an alien in a world of aliens. He had carved out a place for hiaself and had found that he could 
work with humans, although their passionate illogic proved rather trying. For the first tie in his life, he had 
started to find some peace with his warring natures, 


* 


He was a doctor! The degree in his hand could not be refuted, Five years of hard slogging had brought hia to 
this moment. Every waking hour had been devoted to this one goal and now he had achieved it. At age twenty-seven, 
his whole life stretched out before hia, all the things he had so eagerly been dreaming of doing were now a 
possibility, 

He could hardly wait to ge home to show Ariana, She had not been able to come to the graduation since she was 
only days away from the birth of their first child. She had some difficulty carrying the baby and her doctor had 
advised that she do very little moving around, 

At first she hadn’t minded, had been content to putter around the little apartaent. But the last few aonths 
had been difficult. He had been very busy at the hospital, there always seemed to be extra work that needed to be 
done, patients who needed his time and attention. Recently he had aanaged to get home only for a few hours of 
exhausted sleep before he was up and on his way again. 

It was then that the arguaents had started, He didn’t love her - she was unreasonable. And it almost always 
ended with Ariana in tears after he had slammed out the door. No matter how hard he tried to explain, she just 
didn’t seem to understand how iaportant his work was. 

But she would feel better after the baby arrived, Women seeaed to get very depressed as they case to tera, 
Hopefully that was all that was causing the problea. He had forgotten his father’s warning words, 


The apartment was eapty when he arrived home. A momentary panic ran through hia as he thought of all the 
things that could have happened. Then he saw the note. 

"Cen, I tried to reach you at the school and the hospital abut 1 couldn’t. The pains have started and | think 
| better get to the hospital. Please come over as soon as youccan. [’m a bit frightened. Ariana." 

It was over by the time he arrived. Ariana was sleeping peacefully in her rooa, his baby daughter was lying 
gurgling quietly in an incubator. He knew he was grinning like an idiot as he stood beside the small crib but he 
couldn’t help it. Brilliant blue eyes shone up at hia, his wife’s red hair falling in spikey ringlets around her 
face. 

“Hello, Joanna,” he said softly. “Welcome to the world." A happy gurgle answered his greeting, 

He tiptoed into Ariana’s room and gently kissed the sleeping figure. He loved her so much he could hardly 
stand it. Her eyes flickered open and a soft smile touched her face. 

"Lense 

"She’s beautiful and I...” 

The hospital intercom interrupted, its harsh, impersonal tones sounding loudly through the halls, “Dr. McCoy, 
Or. Leonard McCoy, you are needed in emergency, Dr. Leonard McCoy, in emergency..." 

He was gone, the door softly shutting behind hia. Large tears rolled down Ariana’s face. She was alone again. 


* 


") think you should try, George.” 

"But he’s only sixteen - a year away from the age requirement.* 

Admiral Quincy Spencer looked at his old friend, knowing what was running through his mind. He was about to 
jose his youngest son, the son he loved. He didn’t want to face that parting. While he was at hoe the boy was 
still a child - once he was gone he would be his own man and things would never be the sane, 

"George, Jia has nore qualifications now than aost cadets have just before they are ready to graduate! At 
least contact the Acadeay. The worst they can do is to say to wait another year." 

George Kirk shook his head. "No, Quincy, the worst they can do 1s to accept hin,* 

And they did accept him. Jim stared at the paper in his hand, reading 1t for the fifth time, unable to believe 
what it said. . 

"James T, Kirk to present hinseif to the staff sergeant at #808 hours on stardate 1124.8 taundergo physical and 
psychological testing as a preiiminary requirement for entrance to Starfleet Academy...” 

There was little tine to prepare and the following days were filled with activity. Finally everything was 
ready, the unifora of a Starfleet cadet was lying out on his bed ready to te donned for the trip tomorrow. it was 
to be his last night as a civiiian. 

when George Kirk went in to see his son, he was not in his room. He eventually found hia down by the old pond, 
standing alone in the gathering dusk. He stopped, not wanting to iet his presence be known in order to study the 
man in front of hia. 

For Jim Kirk had beco@e a man, As he stood looking across the water of the saall pond, his profile showed 
something his father had not seen before. Jim knew who he was and where he waS going in a way few men ever found. 
And he was not afraid, not scared by life as so many others were. 

George Kirk studied the young face, the strong vein in the forehead, the clear eyes and firm mouth, the finely 
honed body, and suddenly felt he was looking at a stranger - not the laughing, carefree boy he had known. 

A ncise attracted Jia’s attention and he saw his father standing there. Neither said anything but a look of 
understanding passed between thea. Then Jim walked over and hugged the older man, all unspoken words telling in the 
gesture. And George Kirk knew then that he would never lose his son, that a part of him would always be there in 
the quiet Iowa countryside. 


* 


Lieutenant Spock sat in the Admiral’s office. He was keeping his face carefully neutral, his voice expression- 
less, and hoping against hope that his request would be granted. 

Admiral Cochran thusbed through the papers, trying to decide how best to approach the subject. He had little 
dealings with Vulcans and none at all wath a half-Vulcan. Yet the man sitting in front of him seemed more distant 
and unreachable than any other he had met from that planet. 

He cleared his throat, deciding that the two of them couldn’t sit in silence forever. 


"IT see here, Lieutenant, that you have requested not to be assigned to a starship sanned by Vulcans, That’s a 
rather unusual request. Past experience has shown that Vulcans work better as a unit than spread throughout the 
Fleet," 

A long pause ensued during which Spock reached the conclusion that he was expected to answer. He wasn’t sure 
of the answer himself so chose his words carefully. 

"Sir, I have worked agsong humans for the past seven years, first at the Acadeny, then with Dr. Stanis’ research 
group. They follow a pattern, one I am familiar with.” He was aware of Cochran’s piercing gaze and could not eet 
it with his next admission, so he lowered his eyes and concentrated on his hands. “I am also half huaan, sir. I do 
not pretend to understand the feelings and emotions of the race, but I feel it qualifies me to work agong such a 
crew," 

Cochran was a reasonable and sensitive man. He sensed the strain Spock was under as he finished talking. Well, 
he didn’t really care where the Vulcan went. It was only that they tended to @ake human crews nervous with their 
infernal cool logic. But maybe the lieutenant had a point - he was half human, Perhaps this would enable hia to 
work in better haraony with the others. 

He reread Stanis’ report. There was not enough praise the scientist could heap on his twenty-four year old 
assistant. His work was excellent, But Cochran frowned when he came to the section describing personality, 

"Lt. Spock is a hard and willing worker, always takes on extra duties and gives assistance without being asked. 
But he is a loner. I have worked closely with hia for the past two years and ad@ire his brilliant sind, but I cannot 
say that I know hia aS a man, This could possibly hamper his military advanceaent if he is put into a command 
position." 

"Oh hell,” thought Cochran, “He’s a lieutenant. He’s going to be a second officer in charge of the scientific 
section of the ship. He’s not likely torun into any trouble and the crew is just going to have to put up with 
hia.” 

He put the report face down on the desk. Looking up, he heid those dark brown eyes in his gaze. 

“Lieutenant, you'll] be assigned to the U.5.5. Enterprise and will receive your orders in the morning,  Sheis 
due to leave orbit 1n a couple of days - should be enough time to get ready." 

Something undefinable flickered in the Vulcan’s eyes but the voice that answered betrayed no feeling, 

"Thank you, sir. I shall look forward to the assignaent." He stood and was gone, 

Cochran sat for a long whiie iooking at the closed door. Something bothered hig about that ran and he didn’t 
know what it was. He seemed so ajone; there was no sense of belcnging. Tnen he shrugged. The Vulcan was just one 
of many, and his aind turned to other prodless. 


* 


It was official. The sign on the door said “Leonard McCov, M.D.” and under that it said “Surgeon”. He had 
just finished two vears of specialized training and at age twenty-nine was ready to start his career, No sore would 
he be at the beck and cail of some grumpy senior members of the teaching staff. He was his own boss nom, 

He opened the office door and stepped inside. The newness of the furniture and the fresh paint made the roos 
seen as if it had never been occupied before. He savored the ataosphere, feeling a little heady. 

“Daddy!” 

Joanna cane toddling toward him as fast as her little two-year-old legs would carry her. He swept her off her 
feet and high into the air, her screams of delight echoing around the room. As he hugged her close, he came face to 
face with Ariana, They stood looking at each other for a long mopent, then Ariana gave a small saile. 

“Hello.” 

"Hello yourself." 

"t wanted to see your office.” 

"Va glad you came, ° 

She smiled again and moved around the room, touching books, looking at the paintings. 

"Tt looks nice.” 

"So do you.* 

She flushed but did not answer. He decided to take the piunge. 

"Ari, I’m sorry about the past two years...” 

"Len, don’t, They’re past. You’re a doctor now, you did what you did in order to become sosething you have to 
be. ow you’re your own aan - and ay husband.” 

He felt a lump grow in his throat. He put Joanna down and caught Ariana in a tight eabrace. He had aade her 


life alaost unbearable the past few years and they had certainly had their share of rough times. But that was 
behind thea now and he would wake up for every minute of pain he had caused her. 

"I’ve got a sitter for Joanna tonight,’ she said as if reading his thoughts. 

“And I don’t have a thing to do except spend the next twelve hours alone with you.” 

He picked Joanna up and the three of ther walked through the door, the newly lettered sign totally ignored. 


* 


"I don’t know, Royce, he’s awfully young.” 

Admiral Royce Bennett grinned at the doubtful face sitting across from hia, “Come on, Stan, you read his 
dossier. He’s almost more qualified than the head of the peace rission'* 

“But, damn it, he’s only a cadet'” 

Bennett’s grin spread. "I he’s only a cadet, what do you call the others in his graduating class?" 

Admiral Poole threw up his hands in aock resignation. There was no arguing with what was on the paper in front 
of hia - it was truly iapressive. 

Iapressive, indeed. James T, Kirk graduated first in his class at age twenty-one. He had been a brilliant 
student from the day he arrived; his only aajor problem was being too serious his first couple of years. But he had 
gradually relaxed and had shown abilities that came along once or twice in each generation of caadets. All his 
instructors knew they had something special and the best part of it was, although Jim Kirk was aware of his 
abilities, he did not flaunt therm in everybody’s face. 

For he knew he had limitations and they bothered hig. Because of his awareness he tried even harder and this 
would invariably lead to mistakes, small in most people’s view - gigantic in his. 

But the shouting was over - his parents had left for howe, the celebrations had ended and his career was 
awaiting hia. 

His first issued orders were brief, “Meet at the Council General’s Office at 1168 hours tomorrow,” 

If he was in the habit of being awed, he would have been so by the company he was in when they were ushered 
into the council rooa promptly at 1186 hours the next day. Representatives of all the forces which had fought at 
Axanar were gathered, plus the leading ambassadors of the victorious Federation planets. It slowly dawned on Kirk 
that he was going to be part of the peace mission which was being formed to de sent to Axanar. 

And James Kirk proved his worth, Although he was the youngest seaber of the peace mission, he ended up being 
one of the aost 1aportant seabers. For soge reason unknown to him. he hit an instant rapport with Ishaay, conquered 
ruler of Axanar. Because of the lack of aninosity between the two en, negotiations went flawlessly and amicably. 
What could have been a very coaplicated and nasty situation didn't @aterialize. 

Kirk returned from the mission with the rank of lieutenant, and anew assign@ent. He was to take over as an 
instructor in battle tactics for the next tera, His knowledge was too valuable to waste. 

He was also awarded the fala Leaf of the Axanar Mission, the highest honour that could be given. His career 
had started with bright prosise, 


* 


The rugors had been going through the ship for weeks. Even Spock found himself caught up in the guessing game. 
Captain Stansky had been promoted to Commodore and everyone knew that he had requested shore duty. 

A change in captaincy of a starship was not a usual occurrance and the speculation on who would be promoted was 
endless. There were many men qualified as far as duty time and experience went, but they weren’t always the ones 
who were chosen. Commanders of starships. were gen outside the normal stream, they were a different breed and even 
in a large military organization these men were few and far between. 

Commander Christopher Pike was on leave. His assignment on the U.5.5, Carolina was finished. He had 
received a Fleet Citation for having prevented a Klingon raid from destroying the colony planet of Timken. He had 
been badly wounded during the battle and was home on Earth recovering from the resulting surgery. 

The nessage was a Siaple one - promotion to Captain, Starship Rank and assignment to the U.S.S. Enterprise. 
He was to report to Starbase 1! for final orders. 

He closed the dossiers covering the com@and crew and looked at Cosaodore Stanton. 

"That’s a pretty aixed bunch you have there, Chris, but they’re but they’re a good crew,’ 

Pike nodded, his forehead furrowed in thought. “Spock is a Vulcan - only twenty-nine,” he aused, almost to 
himself, "I’ve never worked with a Vulcan before.” 


"He’s a good gan," said Stanton, “efficient, loyal...° 
"I wasn’t questioning his credentials, Dave,” said Pike with a laugh, “just speculating out loud." 


He beamed aboard the next morning - his oficers were waiting in the transporter room to aeet hin. He greeted 
thea cordially, taking special note of his First Officer, She was a tall, dark-haired woman who he estimated to be 
in her late twenties, She had an air of no-nonsense efficiency about her which he immediately liked. Joe Boyce he 
knew already, a good doctor and a gan he could depend on, 

Then his eyes rested on Spock, and his eyes were wet squarely. He did not know why he was so interested in 
this man. He found himself going back and rereading Spock’s file again after his conversation with Stanton. There 
was sopething unusual about Spock, about a Vulcan working with a hua@an crew, but he didn’t know what, or why he was 
so interested, 

Spock looked at his new captain dispassionately, He had heard of Christopher Pike - he was a good co@manding 
officer, well liked by his men. Rumor had it that Pike was a hard wan to know, who kept his feelings to hiaself, 
Spock felt a bit of empathy. [t would be interesting to serve under this san, 


* 


Leonard McCoy rubbed his hands across his weary eyes. A sympathetic scrub nurse brought a cup of steaming black 
coffee and handed it to hia, He smiled his thanks, too tired to say anything. 

The operation had taken seven hours, seven hours to patch a body back together that had no right to be still 
living in the first place. He had received the call just ashe was leaving his office. He was already late but he 
had had to spend more time with his last two patients than he had anticipated, 

"McCoy, this is Streaker down at Dyners. We have a girl here who aanaged to fall out of an autogatic air car 
just aS it was landing. She fell underneath it. She's realiy busted up. You're the best, Len - even that @ay not 
be good enough. Can you help?" 

Without a second thought, McCoy had gone. He completely forgot that 1t was his twelfth wedding anniversary, he 
forgot that Ariana had pianned a large party and that he had orormised that he would be there. The only thing in 
his mind was the battered body of a small child who needed fis help. 

The night was half gone when the nurse brought hia the message, He felt the familiar sinking feeling as he 
reac it, It was from Ariana 

de tiredly pulled on some clothes and headed home. jhe home was in its typical shambles after a large 
gathering, Absently he pickes a iettuce igaf cut cf the iarge lamp in the hall. He had been practicing his apology 
all the way home out there was nobody ieft to give it to. The party had been over for a long tine. 

He gade his way up the stairs and peeked in at Joanna, She was sound asleep and, even at age seven, showed 
promise of her mother’s beauty. de quietiy went in and pulled the covers over her shoulders and gently kissed her. 
She smijed in her sleep and rolied over 

The door to the bedrooa was locked. He gave a half-hearted push but knew it was useless. He called softly to 
Ariana but knew he would get no answer. He had disappointed her too many times, there had been too many broken 
engagements, tco many carties where she had to go alone oecause he was stuck at the hospital. 

At first she met these tiaes with some understanding, then silence, then ioud protests. Everytime 1t happened 
he promised it would be the last time, and each time they both knew it would hapeen again. 

He went to the closet and pulled out a bianket. He seemed to be spending more nights in the den than he was in 
his bedroom. And he couldn’t think of any way of avoiding it. 


* 


The dense, white cloud was quickly coming toward them. He could hear the warning shouts of Captain Garrovick 
and the others. But his phaser had no button to press, no opening for the rays to emit through. Something had 
given him a toy! 

He could feel himself freeze - then he panicked. What could he do? He tried to grab the phaser of the man 
standing next to him but nothing happened. The phaser wouldn’t come off his belt. He could still hear Garrovick 
pleading with hia to shoot, Then he was enveloped by the cloud, a sickly, Sweet odor filling his nostrils and 
choking hia. He felt himself falling and grabbed desperately for any hand hold... 

"Dr. McCoy, he’s worse - he keeps slipping into deliriua,” 

Strong hands shook the feverish man iving on the oed. “Come on, Jin, wake up! It’s only a bad dream, Cone 


on, try!" 

His body ached all over and he felt like his mouth was stuffed with cotton. Blearily he tried to focus on the 
man standing over hia. 

",,.Bones?* 

"Yeah, it’s me. You were having a bad dream. How do you feel?" 

"Lousy. J hurt all over." Suddenly his dream came back to hia, “Doc, I was onthe farragut again. We had 
just been attacked and all those men were dead...” 

"Take it easy, Jim. You’re not on the Farragut - nothing has happened to anyone." 

A hypo hissed against his arm and a dreaminess came over hia. Leonard McCoy stood with his hand on Kirk’s 
forehead until the young lieutenant had relaxed. 

When Kirk woke again he was alone. Slowly he remeabered where he was. The hospital ~- poliomyelitis - he was 
sick, he could be dying.# 

He had been assigned to this planet after the incident on Tycho IV, He had received a Starfleet Citation of 
Conspicuous Gallantry because of the recommendation given by his executive officer. He had received it while he 
fought back the tears. He had been the cause cf all those deaths, no aatter how auch others argued against that 
fact. He would always hold the guilt for his actions. Then he had been transferred to this colony planet as he 
waited for orders to another ship. 

Here he had met one of those rare sen who had become a friend, Leonard McCoy, M.D. He didn’t know auch about 
hig yet, but he knew that “Doc” felt the same friendship. Duties in Starfleet, the uncertainty of life, the orders 
that keep a person on the move, all hindered the evolving of many friendships but Kirk knew that this one would 
last. ; 
The thought of the nearness of McCoy relaxed him andd the memories of Tychos IV and the farragut faded from 
his mind. He settled down to a peaceful, healing sleep. 


* 


The sickbay was full. Phillip Boyce, the chief medical officer, was beginning to show the strain. In the 
other room, two bodies were waiting fcr an autopsy. He finally got to the iast bed. 

The voung fieutenant was lving quietly, oeep in private meditation. ‘shere was a bad wound on his leg, a hair- 
line fracture of the bone, 

"Thank the stars he’s a Vulcan.” Boyce thought to hiaself, “or he woulc have bled to death.’ 

Sensing the doctor’s presence, Spock opened his eyes. 

"How’s the leg feel, Spock?” said Bovece. 

"The bleeding has been stopped, Doctor. The fracture should heal in 9.2 days if it receives no further 
agravation. * 

The doctor his his saije dehind a cough. He had worked on the same ship as Spock for seven years and the Vulcan 
never failed to amuse hia witn his speech. He would never dare let Spock know, for the Vulcan was only following 
the logic of his planet. Still, Boyce sometimes found it difficult to control himself, 

Within @inutes, the wound was sealed and the leg held tight by an air splint. 

"Keep that splint on for a week while you’re walking,” Boyce advised. “it will prevent any jarring. You'll 
liep for a few days but as the bone knits, the pain will disappear. 1 don’t see any reason to keep you in Sickbay 
but try to take it easy for a few days,’ 

Spock nodded gravely and swung off the bed. Boyce frowned at the green stains covering the sheet where the 
Vulcan had been lying. He made a move to take Spock’s blood pressure, then decided it wasn’t worth it - nothing 
would register anyway. 

Spock was making his way slowly to the turbolift on the way to his quarters. He was joined by Chris Pike. 

“Are you all right, Spock?" 

“Yes, sir, No permanent dasage." , 

The two entered the turbolift. Pike ordered it to Deck S. “Spock, you saved ay life on Rigel VII...” 

"Captain, I happened to be there, there was no preconceived idea of what ay actions were going to be.” 

Pike smiled. “Yes, I know it was a logical decision on your part, Mr. Spock. You probably didn’t set out to 
receive a broken leg, either.” 

A glimmer of amuseaent flickered on the Vulcan’s face as he adeitted the logic of Pike’s statement 


#See “A Human Touch" by Nancy Kippax and Bev Volker in Gajactic Discourse J, 
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Pike found hieself wanting to understand this thin, dark man standing across fron his. He knew he had Spock’s 
loyalty, but he didn’t know how to proceed from there. Well, maybe soneday it would happen 

And a gli@mer of understanding did start a few days later, due to a totally unexpected incident. Talos IV was 
disappearing from sight on the viewscreen, their ordeal there was over. Suddenly exhausted, Pike turned command over 
to Nuaber One and left for his quarters. Spock had been suaaoned to the biochemistry lab and left with Pike, 

The two rode in silence, Spock rather anxiously watching Pike. His captain had a look he had never seen before 
in a huran, {t was a haunted look which held a hint of hopelessness. Pike saw the Vulcan looking at him and sailed 
a little. 

"Spock, do you have any idea what it’s like to be caged - to be trapped within your own mind and not able to 
get out?" 

A flash of pain shone out of Spock’s eyes, revealing to Pike a depth of feeling he had not known existed in his 
science officer. Alaost imaediately the look was gone, an iron control had clamped down. But it was something 
that Pike would never forget. Spock did understand what most aen didn’t. He understood the loneliness of those in 
command. 


* 


The courtroom was eapty, the last footsteps had faded. He was alone. The uncontested decision had taken only 
minutes. Leonard and Ariana McCoy were divorced. 

The end of one life - the beginning of another. He knew he was running, He had a good job where he was, he 
was needed, he was good at what he did. But he couldn’t stay. He couldn’t face the places he had known with Ariana 
and Joanna. So he had applied for space service with Starfleet Coaaand and, at age thirty-six, was embarking on a 
whole new career. 

The weeks flew past. He was a good doctor and learned the new procedures required in space medicine easily. 
Psychology fascinated him, as did the studies of the stress caused by travel in deep space. 

But throughout 1t all he re@ained detached. His cynical manner was more obvious than it had been before - he 
refused to ’feel’ for his patients, He was detersined not to be hurt again the way he had been hurt by Ariana. 

H1iS commanding officer was worriad adout McCoy. It was unnatural for 4 dector to shut himself off the way 
McCoy had. In a last, desperate effort, he sent McCov to a piague-ridden sianet. Perhaps there, overloaded with 
work and exhaustion, there wouid not Se enough reserves left to smother the wara, hu@an emotions that he knew McCoy 
possessed, 

fut he hadn‘t realized how badly McCoy nad been hurt and his pian wou.dn’t have worked except that McCoy came 
in contact with Lt. James J, «irk. 

Kirk was dying, there was nc way to get around it. But sovething in the young, dynamic personality wouidn’t 
accept death. Nor would he accept McCoy’s withdrawn, ‘hands-off’ attitude. Kirx cared. He cared about McCoy even 
though his life was 10 danger. He cared enough for both of then, 

And because of that huaan emotion, McCoy found himself responding, He discovered that he was wrong - he 
couldn't be a doctor and shut himself off from feelings. And he was convinced that the decision which saved Kirk’s 
iife, that extra effort, the support, the physical reality of someone else who cared had pulled his young friend 
through. 

Their ways parted after that - McCoy to complete his training, Kirk, promoted to it. Commander, reassigned to a 
starship. But each of them had found so@ething priceless in their short time together - each had found a friend. 


* 


Admiral Komack hated starships. As a matter of fact, he decided he hated everything in general. It was high 
time he had a vacation. 

He pulled the next dossier toward hia and opened it. 

"Kirk, James fT, Newly proaoted to rank of commander, Age 26...” 

Komack did a double-take. That couldn’t be right! 

“,. Commendations: Pale Leaf of Axanar Peace Mission} Prantares Ribbon of Commendation, 2nd Class; Medal of 
Honor; Starfleet Citation for Conspicuous cailantry...” 

His intercom rang. 

"Commander Kirk is here, sir.” 

“Show hia in.” 


He closed the file and looked up with interest to see what was going to core through the door. 

He liked what he saw. James Kirk was a man who knew himself but was not overbearing. He was respectful of his 
superior officers. All reports showed that clearly. Yet he never stayed very jong on any ship. Komack decided to 
ask hia why. 

Kirk thought about it for a moaent, then answered, his eyes holding Komack’s, not afraid to state the truth. 

"Most commanding officers are afraid of the ambition of others -1t puts their job on the line. An ambitious, 
competent junior officer is a threat. It’s only human to resent thea, to want thee off their ship. I guess that’s 
why I keep being transferred.” 

The corners of Komack’s south twitched as he tried to suppress a smile. The aan in front of hia had hit the 
nail on the head. How often had he heard the same thing from the commanding officer about soe “whipper-snapper who 
was growing out of his diapers too fast’. It came, not from the truly good commanders, but from the ones who had 
received their captaincy alaost by accident or through bureaucratic manipulation. The ones who should be replaced, 

“Do you want to command a ship, Kirk?" 

The young aan looked down at his hands and answered in a quiet voice. "That is why I joined Starfleet, sir. 
But I have discovered in the service that you do not seek command ~ it finds you, You do the best job you know how 
in the position you have been placed. Too sany lives depend on you. You don’t have tise to want to be something 
else. If a captaincy comes, it comes.” 

Komack looked thoughtfully at Kirk. “A captaincy will come to you, ay boy,” he said to hisself, “With your 
attitude and this list of credentials, there’s no way you can miss," 

Kirk was staring at his curiously and Komack realized that the silence had stretched out into @inutes. He 
quickly cleared his throat and reached for the envelope which contained Kirk’s orders. 

“You are to report to the Baffin Isle, Commander. They are in need of a first officer. She is a transport 
ship working in close proxiaity to the Klingon Empire so you'll probably see a few scuffles. Good luck.” 

Kirk nodded and got to his feet. ‘Thank you, sir.” 

Komack watched hia walk out of the rooa and found himself wishing he was twenty-six with those abilities. What 
a man could do... 


* 


Christopher Pike looked at Ais first officer in utter astonishment. 

"You're doing what?” 

The solean, dark eyes gazed at hia with no change of expression, the voice remained absolutely steady - only 
repeated the words that were still echoing in fis ears, 

"T request premission to leave the Enterprise, 1 am getting married.” 

"Number Qne, jet ae get this straight. You are getting married?" 

And so it came to pass. The sost efficient officer se had ever seen or could even hope to have serve under 
hia, left and got married. The entire crew’s reaction was much the same - they were stunned out, after the initial 
shock wore off, they were pleased. For, although everyone knew that discrimination was not supposed to exist, there 
was still soms strong resistance in high Starfleet quarters concerning women commanding starships. Nuaber One had 
probably gone as far as she could go. 

Several weeks went by after her departure. Then, one evening, Pike asked Spock to come to his cabin. In the 
five years they had served together, this was the first time that Spock had ever been in the captain’s quarters. He 
stood quietly at attention, 

"Sit down, Spock. * 

The Vulcan Sat, feeling a bit unconfortable in the strange situation. He respected Pike aS a commanding 
officer, had occasionally gone down on shore leave with hia, but had not developeo any kind of rapport. 

"Spock, would it be possible to take on another responssbiiity along with your science duties?” 

Spock had an idea where Pike was leading. 

"It would depend, sir. 

"Yd like you as first officer. Starfleet has approved ay request - do you?" 

Spock drew in a breath, He had been in Starfleet for twelve years, For that iength of ti@e he had avoided 
the responsibility of command. He had told his father that he did not want that responsibility; but he would have 
to face hiaself someday - to accept what was bound to hapoen. He quickly made up his mind. 

"I do not see any conflict with my scientific duties, Captain. { believe both positions would be possible.” 

"Good,” said Pike, feeling relieved. de had seen Spock’s hesitation in taking command before and, although he 
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felt the Vulcan would be a good first officer, he was not sure if Spock would accept the offer. “Let’s get on with 
running the ship." 


* 


Leonard McCoy looked around his ssall quarters in satisfaction. The Forrester was the first ship ne had been 
assigned to and he felt a certain amount of satisfaction. 

All through his training he had felt a nagging at the back of his mind, a seall voice telling hia that he was 
running away. And perhaps he was, he wasn’t sure. But now, having his assignment orders, a ship, and his duties as 
medical officer, he once again felt he could contribute. 

The Forrester was a supply ship. Her duties were to take supplies to the newer colonies of the Federation, 
an assignment not without its hazards. 

He was sailing as he walked along the corridor to Sickbay. The Forrester had just left orbit around Starbase 
4, The Baffin Isle had also been there, and he had spent a greater portion of the last two days with Jia Kirk, 
Whenever their time wasn’t taken up with supply duties or certain other distractions, they were with each other. 
Each tiae they set, McCoy couldn’t help but wonder at their friendship. Kirk was a good bit younger than he was, 
yet they seeaed to have the same values and the same interests. And there was no doubt they were compatible on 
shore leave! 

The weeks passed quickly. There were the usual assortment of bumps and bruises that needed treating, but 
nothing very pressing. McCoy went along on most of the ianding parties aore out of interest than out of need. 
Unlike most of the other crew meabers, ne had never made a deep space trip before and the uniqueness of each planet 
fascinated hia, 

The only thing that he knew he would never get used to was the transporter. Some demented fiend gust have 
invented that contraption. McCoy’s gruablings about it were becoming classic lines that would be heard throughout 
the ship. 

Planet S in quadrant 469 was no different from any other colony planet that they had visited in the past 
several months. They were forced to retreat since they had only conventional weaponry and there was no hope of 
holding their own against a heavily armed warship. 

There were gany wounded on the planet surface. With the ship gone anc xsost of the colony destroyed, McCoy had 
little equipment to work with, and almost no help. That sade hia no less determined. With a fervour that had 
followed hia ail through his medical career, he pitched in, fighting a seemingly hopeless battle and winning fore 
than his fair share of it. 

The Forrester returned nours later, a bit battered, but at least able to function. Their distress call had 
been heard by the Baffin isie and the U.5.S. Potepkin and was hurriedly answered. In the ensuing fight, the 
Klingon ship was destroyed 

The Baffin Isie came into orbit with the Forrester in order to take aboard any survivors. McCoy beased up 
with thea to aake sure that the procedures he had started were carried out properly. He was met as he cage out of 
Sickbay by the first officer. , 

"Can’t keep out of trouble, can vou, Bones? Just had to go and stir up a tittle work for yourself." 

Blue eyes, bloodshot from fatigue, smiled back at his friend. "Well, you-all know how it is, Jis-boy. Can’t 
let the big ships get al] the glory. Have to stand up for our own!” 

He had stood up more than he had known. The Starfleet Citation read "...for conspicuous bravery...” and he was 
awarded the Legion of Honor. 


* 


Areel Shaw studied hia as he came siowly across the crowded room. He was interrupted many tines on his journey 
by various wel] wishers and old friends. 

He had aatured in the years since they had first met as students. He had an authority now that hadn’t been 
developed then. He was an assured, confident man, secure in his ability to command, yet aware that those under his 
command were individuals and were to be treated as such. 

He was stopped yet again, this time close enough for her to hear the conversation. 

"I don’t know, dia. They’re going to be recruiting babes in diapers if you don’t cut out what you’re doing." 

Adgiral Royce Bennett grinned at the embarrassed flush that spread over Kirk’s face. Bennett had been teasing 
him about his age ever since Kirk had entered Starfleet. The Admiral had been in charge of his freshaan class at 
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the Academy and the two of thea had taken an instant liking to each other. Bennett had watched Kirk’s career with 
great interest and an almost fatherly pride. 

Kirk finally made his escape and arrived at the table where Areel was sitting. 

"IT hope these drinks haven’t evaporated,” he said with a grin. “Well,” he continued, once he had regained his 
seat, "what shall we drink to?" 

She looked at him thoughtfully for a moment, then raised her glass. 

"To the future. To your ship even if [ don’t like the nage." 

He laughed. “What’s so bad about the Potsdaa? I think it’s a pretty good nage.” 

"Jim, at this point, you woud think anything was good, as long as 1t was yours'” 

He nodded ruefully, then changed the subject. “And here’s to the fledgling lawyer who is going to make the 
galaxy safe from all the gisfits, cosson murderers..." 

"Jia, please!" she said, laughing. “1 am just a minor clerk in the Judge Advocate’s office. It will be sone 
years yet before I get to prosecute a case - if ever,” 

"Areel, youl] be good - you’ve won enough arguments with ae to prove that. I’d hate to be on the wrong side 
of the courtroom from you." 

"That is one place, James Kirk, ay ‘babe in diapers’, that you will never be..." 

Their conversation was interrupted by more well wishers arriving at their table. 

For, at age twenty-eight, Jaaes T. Kirk had been given command of his first ship. 


* 


"That’s quite a recoagendation, Chris. If I didn’t know you better I’d think you were becoming fond of your 
Vulcan first officer." 

Chris Pike was sitting 1n the office of Commander Stewart Trainor. The Enterprise was limping in orbit above 
thea, her damages mute testimony to the battle that had just ended. The Klingons were becoming bolder, their raids 
on the outlying Federation colonies becoming more frequent. The Enterprise had been ordered to stop thes and she 
had. But not without great cost in equipment and lives, 

And Pike was alive to sit in that chair only because of Spock. He had been trapped in the rubble outside the 
engineering section, choking :n the foul atmosphere caused by the damaged engines. He had finally ordered the main 
section to biast free and get out - to leave the rest of the badly damaged ship where it was and get the crew to 
safety. 

But Spock had disobeyed. His non-emotionai ind had seen the weakness of the enemy - the growing careless 
confidence as they too early celebrated the deteat of the Enterorise - and cided his time. Then he struck - one 
deadly, lethal attack - and it was aii over. 

It had been Spock who had rescued Pike, who had lifted the heavy metal off his legs and carried the half 
conscious co@manding officer to the sickbay. AS soon as tney were out, the ergineering section was sealed off, for 
the contaginants coming from the equiprent were threatening to smother the entire ship. From the iength of time he 
was trapped there, Pike should have been dead. To rescue him was just a dangerous for the person doing the rescuing. 
He was told afterward that Spock hadn’t hesitated, only left brief orders to seal off Engineering if he didn’t come 
out in five minutes. He had risked his life for the huaan. 

Pike looked at the Commodore. "No, I wouldn’t say I’m fond of hia, Stu. As a matter of fact, I don’t really 
even know hig, We’ve served together for seven years, he’s been ay first officer for the last two, and I know damn 
near nothing about hia...” His voice trailed off as though he was seeing the truth of his relationship with Spock 
for the first time. 

The silence dragged on until Trainor began to feel a bit uncomfortable. "Well," he said, breaking the silence, 
"this recommendation says something about you and hia. Promotion to ut. Commander, Award of Valor..." 

Pike smiled a bit sadly, “Yes, but S’m awarding the actions of a san without knowing why they occurred.” 

Spock’s promotion duly came through and he accepted it with no show of emotion. He would have been surprised if 
he had known about Pike’s conversation with frainor. He did not know of Pike’s increasing frustration with his 
inability to know his first officer, It was something that he would never accoaplish. 

Spock had become more ‘Vulcan’ than aost Vulcans. Away from the atmosphere and tensions that were present on 
his home planet, Spock strove to become what fe felt was the ideai Vulcan, The human side of his teaperagent 
completely disappeared, The smiles, the occasional bursts of excitement that he had previously displayed when Pike 
had first taken over the Enterprise were gone. Ewotion was kept clamped under an iron will. Occasionally the 
look in his eyes would betray hia, but even that was becoming sore rare. 
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And it wasn’t only Pike who noticed it. Phillip Boyce was becoming increasingly worried about the change. And 
he talked it over with Pike, 

"You can’t deny he’s an efficient officer, Phil.” 

"I’?@ mot questioning his efficiency. He could probably tackle aost any job on this ship and do it better than 
the person norgally assigned. I’a more worried about his determination to keep his eaotions cooped up. He’s half 
huaan, Chris, and it’s necessary to blow off steaa somehow - to have an outlet. He doesn’t. He’s cut hiaself off, 
And he’s going to run into trouble if he doesn’t bend a little.” 

"What do you suggest?” 

"Blast it, 1 don’t know! Who knows what goes on inside a Vulcan’s raind? But there’s one thing he does need - 
and that’s a friend, He needs someone who honestly accepts him for what he is and is not afraid to let that feeling 
show.” 

"Coae on, Phil, there’s no way of getting close to him. Jf { walked up to him and said ’let’s be friends’ he’d 
back off like I’d just burned hia." 

"I know,” said Boyce, a heaviness sounding in his voice. "But, somehow, there’s got tobe a way. Somewhere, 
there’s got to be someone or that aan’s life 15 going to become hell." 


* 


"Leoriard, you’re going to have to be careful or you’re going to become useful to the military establishment and 
J don’t think that’s what you set out to do.” 

McCoy grinned ruefuliy at the tall man behind the desk. Admiral Carlisle Simaons, Surgeon General, Starfleet 
Command, smiled back, 

They hads’t known each other very long but they were fir@ friends. Men of true ability are drawn together, for 
they see and respect the good qualities in each other. 

A large report was sitting on the desk in front of Sigmons, It was a result of five years of work by McCoy, 
started independently one day when he had nothing to do. It turned out to be a valuable study on the stress of deep 
space travel, There had been some work on the subject, put never by a aan with McCcy’s unusual qualifications of 
doctor and humanist. He had rct oone his study by cold, cinical analysis: he had done it as a concerned meeber of 
the crew. He understood the situation far better than 1t could ever be understood by an outsider. 

He had just finisheo a special teaching assign@ent as a direct result of that report. Illness caused by 
intergalactic travel was becoming more and aore Common as man went deeper ad deeper into space. The medical field 
was having a difficult time xeeping up with it. McCoy’s study had been a major breakthrough which had resounded 
through the medical community. 

So he had been ‘loaned out’ to do a series of lectures at gost of the sajor medical centers in the Federation. 
For the past six months, he had traveled and taught and, from the exposure to other gedical researchers who were 
working on the same subject, ke had coapiled the report which was now lying on Simmons’ desk. It was destined to 
become a standard text at all medical schools, 

"So," Said Sigaons, changing the sub;ect, “! see you have requested ship duty again. Getting tired of the 
sound of your own voice?" 

"Something like that.” 

There was a tone in McCoy’s voice that made Siamons look at hia sharply, but the challenging look in the blue 
eyes kept his question unasked. !f McCoy wanted to talk about 1t, he would, He let the satter drop but couldn’t 
shake the feeling that his friend was deeply troubled about something. 

And he was right. Leonard McCoy was running away again. His last lecture was given on Earth, at the famed 
Mayo Clinic, the Galaxy’s oldest and still aost respected sedical center. Nhen it was over, he had a few days free 
and found hieself at loose ends, 

He knew before he startec that he shouldn’t have gone. He hadn’t seen Ariana or Joanna since the divorces he 
had heard only infrequently from his daughter and not at all for nis wife. But Georgia was only a matter of hours 
away, SO he had gone. Ye wouid wish bitterly for the rest of his life that he hadn’t. 

The years had been kind to his daughter. At fourteen, she was blossoming into the beauty that had been promised 
earlier, She was distantly cool to her father, but he hadn’t expected anything else. 

it was the change in Ariana that really upset hia for, despite the pain they had caused each other, he stiil 
ioved her. Now standing in front of him, the ravages of too auch alcohol and loose living showing clearly, her 
spiteful words ringing in his ears, he was shattered, He had really just begun to get over the great pain that the 
oivorce had caused, had begun to be abie to live with hiaself and what he had done, and now this. 
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He said nothing. He just turned and walked out the door. He wanted to get as far away from her as he could. 
And he did. 

Starfleet Surgeon General’s office awarded hia their highest decoration for his work and he was reassigned to 
the Forrester. He buried hiaself in his work, wondering if, at age forty, he would ever find peace again. 


* 


Jim Kirk looked at higself in the airrcr and couldn’t help laughing at the ridicuiously pleased expression on 
the face that stared back. Then he walked over and stood in front of the full length mirror. The gold dress unifora 
fitted hia perfectly and the service medals seemed to blend into the material, looking as i¢ they were made there. 

A loud knock came on the door. “Come on, Jim, you’re going to hold up the cereaony if you don’t get a move on. 
They can’t start it without you.” 

"Coming, Gary.” 

It wasn’t every day that a aan was promoted to Captain, Starship Rank, and Starfleet had turned out in force to 
honor this one. The plaudits were sanv, but Kirk found hiaself paying little attention to the speakers. 

He was thinking of the person aissing at the ceremony - the first person whom he, aS a nine-year-old boy, had 
confided his dream of commanding a starship. 

George Kirk had not lived to see this day. That was the one thing Kirk regretted. He had been very close to 
his father and it would have meant a great deal if he had been here to see it happen. 

But he was given no tiae to dwell on the subject. The brief ceremony was over and the party was about to 
begin. Hours later there were only a few people left and the large hall looked as though it had just lost a war. 
As the last of them were leaving, a figure appeared in the doorway. 

"Hey, who’s running things around herei* 

Kirk spun around. "“Sawtones: What in dlazes are you doing here?” 

McCoy came laughing across the room, “You didn’t think I’d miss this little party, did you? J had to hitchhike 
half wav across the galaxy to get here. i’¢ think you'd show a bit sore compassion for a friend.’ 

McCoy gave hia a bear hug and gratefully accepted the offered drink. He took long swallow, then sat down and 
iooked at Kirk. 

“Well, vou did it.” 

Kirk acdded, his face sober. 

McCov grinned. “A starship captain ~ now you’!l really be impossible to live with, The only thing left now is 
the Cabinet.” 

"Bones, spare me,” interrupted «irk. ‘The last thing I ever want to be is a bureaucrat. Besides, space travel 
is what this is all about. That's where the action 1s - and the future...” 

"Ah. dim, you are a diehard romantic. Please, don’t ever change.” 

kirk laughed. “Just as long aS vou don’t change, Bones. Don’t know what i’d doa if J didn’t have your cynical 
cosments blowing in ay ear every now and again.* 

"Just be glad we’re not on the sage ship where we’d have to face each other every day, JQon’t know as the Fleet 
would be ready for that.” ; 

Kirk looked at hia, a Siow idea dawning in his wind. As he thought about it he couldn’t see any reason why it 
couldn’t happen. , 

McCov didn’t seea to notice any difference as he continued on uninterrupted 

"Have you found out what ship you’i! be cosmanding yet?" 

Kirk nodded. "The Enterprise. She’s due in next week for repair and resupply, [71] be taking her out.” 

McCoy looked at his friend. Kirk was thirty-two years old and he was taking on responsibilities usually borne 
by mena good ten years older. Suddeniy he was afraid for Kirk, afraid of the terrible loneliness and awful 
responsibility that had been placed on his shoulders. He had seen command destroy before - especially where there 
was mo one to share the terrible guilt that went with the job. For a captain was literally in charge of who lived 
and who died, and Jim’s sensitivity left him wide open. 

He stood up and took Kirk by the ara. "Coae on. I’ve just arrived and the party's over. Let’s go find us a 
drink and some company.” 

So James TJ. Kirk spent his first might as a starship commander carousing through the streets of Starbase 11, 
spending almost the last might of his life where the wearying load of responsibility didn’t follow hia like a 
jealous woman. 


* 


Spock gathered up the coaputer tapes and turned to leave the briefing room with the others. 

"Spock, I’d like to talk to you for a ainute." 

Pike’s voice was softs it was meant only for Spock’s ears. The Vulcan halted in aid-stride and waited for the 
others to file out. As the doors swished shut, he turned to his comaanding officer. No expression touched his 
face. 

Now that they were alone, Pike didn’t really know what to say. "We’li be entering orbit around Starbase {if in 
a couple of hours, Spock..." 

The Vulcan nodded. He already knew that but was aware of the fact that Pike was trying to say something he 
found difficult and was atteapting to start out on neutral ground. 

Pike got up and started moving restlessly around the room, Ever since his talk with Phil Boyce about Spock, he 
had tried very hard to get closer to his first officer, but the Vulcan had held hia at ara’s length. And Pike had 
never been able to tell if it was deliberate or not. 

He turned back to the slender figure in blue. Spock was still standing with his hands behind his back and his 
brown eyes had not left Pike. Even after ali these years, Pike felt a bit uncomfortable under that scrutiny. 

"tT wanted to thank you, Spock...” 

One eyebrow started climbing. "Well,* thought Pike, "J might as well aake them both go.’ 

",.» T wanted to thank you for your loyalty to me as a commanding officer, for ay life a few times over, and 
for taking on the responsibility of first officer. I know you didn’t want to, but you’re the best in the Fleet.” 

By the time he had finished talking, both of Spock’s eyebrows were into his hairline. Handing out conpligents 
was not Pike’s way. If anything, he was an aloof, rather cold person who never expressed his feelings to anyone, 
with the possible exceotion of Dr. Boyce. Spock was at a loss as to how to answer 

"Captain," he said, Slowly measuring his words, “We have shared our experiences. { have learned a great deal 
froa you. Your prosotion to Commodore was a logical decision.” 

Pike smiled slightly. A logicai decision - that’s probably all it was to the Vulcan. He chided hiaself for 
hoping that there was some feeiing under that placid exterior. He did not realize that Spock was thinking almost 
the sane thing. 

The silence grew longer, then was interrupted by the intercoa. 

"Captain, you're needed on the bridge.” 

‘I’m coming, Lieutenant,” he said almost thankfuily. 

He moved quickly out the door, Spock following at a Slower pace. Pike almost ran into Boyce as he got into the 
turbo-iift. 

"Well, how'd it go? Oia you taix to hia?" 

“Phil, | couldn’t reach him. He's more distant now than the day | came aboard. He probably doesn’t know how 
long I’ve been here - or care,* The turbo doors opened and the two sen disappeared inside. 

Spock had been close enough to hear the last of their conversation. He stood looking at, but not seeing, the 
tapes in his hand. To the passers-by in the corridor he seemed to be reading the tape labels, but he wasn’t. His 
mind was on the man who was about to stop being his commanding officer. 

",..doesn’t even know how long I’ve been here ~ or care.‘ 

“Eleven years, four months, five days,” Spock thought to himself, “and I do care, Christopher Pike, 1 do care.” 


* 


He was going to die. He knew he was going to die and he didn’t care. He just hoped it would happen very soon, 
The whole world was rocking and the violent ache in his head was complaining with every move. 

"Come on, Bones. Wake up! For Pete’s sake, you didn’t drink that much last night." 

He felt strong aras haul him out of bed. He protested feebly but as his eyes were stuck shut there was very 
little he could do. He was half carried across the room and suddenly an icy blast of water hit him full force. 

Instantly he was wide awake, sooer, and boiling @ad. He shot out of the shower to aeet a laughing Jia Kirk who 
had the nerve to be standing, fuily awake, shaved and looking like he had just had twelve hours of solid sleep. 
McCoy hated hia at that aoment like he'd never hated in his life. Qh, to be thirty-two instead of forty-five! 

"You awake?" asked Kirk innccently. 

McCoy growled as he grabbed a towel, 

"That’s good, Hurry up and get dressed. We've got an appointaent at Headquarters in a half hour." 
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McCoy looked at him blankly. “What do you mean we've got an appointment. [’@ not even supposed to be here!" 

"Don’t worry about that. Just get dressed and cose with ae.“ 

A half hour later, they were standing in Adgiral Komack’s office. McCoy was still feeling a bit worse for 
wear, but four cups of black coffee were starting to do their work and at least he could see. He wasn’t altogether 
sure he could hear. 

",, Chief Medical Officer aboard the U.5.5. Enterprise. Congratulations. * 

McCoy felt his hand being shaken and then he and Kirk left the room. When they got outside the building, McCoy 
grabbed Kirk’s ara. 

“Do you aind telling me what’s going on around here? I didn’t understand one word that man said back there!” 

Kirk grinned. "You did look a bit out of it. It’s simple, Bones. Phillip Boyce, who’s now CNO on the Enter- 
prise, is retiring and the position is vacant. I saw that on the reports | read the other day. Then when you 
arrived, you Said it would be great if we could serve together. I couldn’t see any reasos why not, and the aore | 
thought about it the better it sounded, So, 1 was sitting on Komack’s doorstep when he arrived this morning.” 

He fixed his eyes on McCoy. ‘It seems, Doctor, that you haven’t been telling ae all. You’re up for promotion - 
Lt. Commander, no less, That takes a bit of doing. So, you’ve been promoted - I don’t think that registered when 
Kogack told you - and you’ve been assigned to the Enterprise, 

A silly grin spread across McCoy’s face as Kirk’s words sank in, This is what they had discussed so often and 
what neither of them ever expected to happen. But it had. Suddenly the future seemed easier to face. 


* 


Jie Kirk awoke with a start, momentarily disoriented, Something was happening today ~- what was it? Then a 
smile crossed his face. Of course, today was JHE day' Today was the day he took command of the Enterprise, He 
rolled over and looked at the chronometer. It was still far too early to even think of getting up. He rolled onto 
his back and pillowed his head on his ars, The anticipation was beginning to build. His thoughts ran over all the 
details of the ship and her crew - fe had practically aemorized all there was to know about both in the last few 


days. 
* 


The intercoa in McCoy’s room duzzed. Sroggily he answered the call, then buried his head in the pillow. Who- 
ever created aornings had a natred of the husan race, he thought to hinself, and a special hatred for hia! He 
dragged ninseif out of bed and stumbied over to the oathroom, He propped hiaself up against the side of the shower 
ang let the hot water stream cver hin. During the process his eyes gradualiy unglued. 

After brushing his teeth and shaving, he felt a bit sore human. Actualiy, he found hiaself looking forward to 
the rest of the day. He was cue to report on the Enterprise at 1186 hours, He hadn’t looked forward to a new 
assignment with this much anticipation since he joined Starfleet. 





The light flickered eerily around the red ve:led walls, the flame catching and accenting the alien features of 
the man sitting in front of it. 

It was not often now that Spock spent the entire night in aeditation, but this had been one of the occasions. 
He had to do so quite frequently when he first joined Starfleet, when he had first exposed himself relaxing, not 
needing to cal# his inner turmoil so frequently. But he still found change difficult. Last night he had said good- 
bye to Captain Pike, and goodbye to the structured life he knew under a familiar commanding officer. Today things 
would be different, and the unknown was always unsettling. 


A knock cage on the door. Kirk was just pulling on his boots. He activated the lock without asking who it was 
and, glancing up, he saw that his guess was right. 

Leonard McCoy was leaning in the doorway and his eyes took in his friend sitting on the end of the bed. Except 
for the captain’s stripes on his gold shirt, ne looked like a cadet fresh from the Academy. As a g@atter of fact, he 
looked like a kid wearing his older brother*s unifora' 

But McCoy didn’t say anything. It would only annoy Kirk who was getting rather fed up with coaments about his 
looks and his age. 

"Had breakfast yet, Captain?" 

Kirk grinned a bit self-consciously. McCoy had never called him that before, and he was both pleased and 
eabarrassed by it. 
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"No, Doctor, | haven't, and I’@ starved. Think you could stand being seen in public with se?" 
"Well," said McCoy, “except for that ridiculous grin, you look about the sage as you ever did. | think I can 
put up with it for an hour or so.” * 


Spock stepped out of the turbo-lift onto the bridge. The duty Crew was arriving and taking over their various 
stations, There was a low-hua chatter as instruments were checked, log reports brought up to date, and bits of 
information were exchanged. He moved over to the coaputer station to have a word with the technician who was doing 
the last of the overhaul, then went to the command chair. 

He did not sit in it ashe norasally would, for the chair no longer belonged to anyone, Pike was not on the 
ship} the new captain had yet to arrive. Although technically the ship was his until the time of Kirk’s arrival, he 
was suddenly uncoafortable with the thought of being in the command chair. For almost the first tise in his life he 
found himself at a loss for soaething to do. Then, seeing the technician finishing with the computers, he aoved 
over to his normal station and started on some trivial work, 


McCoy finished his second cup of coffee and pusned his chair back. 

"Well, Jigs, guess I’d better be pushing along. Have to be aboard in order to greet the new commanding officer. 
Besides, [’ve also got to screw up enough courage to get through the transporter." 

"Poor old Bones,” said Kirk, laughing, "if Starfleet only realized the sacrifice you make every tise you go 
anywhere they’d be issuing a whole stream of citations...” 

"They’d probably just lock se up for being weird,” interrupted McCoy with a rueful grin. “So far, |] seea to be 
the only one with ay cogplaint that I’ve met!” 

His eyes set those of his friend as he stood up. Words seeaed inadequate for everything he felt he should say. 
So he siaply reached out and put his hand on kKirk’s shoulder. 


Spock straightened up from his computer and glanced at the chronometer. He knew without looking what tise it 
was but the reflex was instinctive. He turned command over to Lee Kelso and left for the transporter rooa. 


McCov paused on the transporter piattora, waiting for his stomach to settle. When he looked up, he found he 
was being held in the gaze of penetrating brown eves. He locked down self-consciously, suddenly having the feeling 
that he had forgotten to put on something iaportant 

“Lt, Commander McCoy?" 

McCoy looked up again to see the Vuican had moved forward, He stepped off the platfora, deciding that he had 
reappeared in one piece ang i$ would look a Bit odd if he stayed sotionless on the transporter pad. 

"Keporting for duty, siz.' he answered as he hit floor ievel, 

Spock’s eyebrows rose Si:ghtiy at the unsuppressed cynical tone in McCoy’s voice. Jt was very obvious that 
there was little military pezgring in the man standing in front of him. This human would bear watching - he was 
going to be different from dr. Boyce 

“This 15 Or. M'Benga, sir. He wili show you to your quarters and answer any questions you aay have concerning 
the medical facilities aboard the Enterprise. 

McCoy shook hands with the tall, dark aan, instantly liking what he saw, M’Benga wore the air of self-assurance 
that marked ai] good medical gen. His new assignment was starting to look very good. 


Kirk watched the retreating back of his friend then returned to his coffee and his ausing, He had never known 
a few short hours to drag by so slowly. He pulled out a dossier from where he had shoved it under the table before 
their meal arrived. The staap on the front stood out in bold letters, Spock, it. Commander, Current Assignment - 
First Officer, Science Officer, Ship - ¥.5.5 Enterprise. 

His eyes lightly scanned the printed information, but his mind wasn’t reaily absorbing it. He dfready knew 
what the report said. He still didn’t feel comfortable about Spock. Qut of all the officers aboard the Enterprise, 
Spock was the one who worried him. kirk had had limited exposure to Vulcans and he had found himself uncosfortable 
when he was with them, He liked to be open with the men under his command but he couldn’t see that happening here, 
not if Spock had the normal Vulcan's almost disdainful attitude, He found himself getting irritated at Spock and 
then laughed at himself. He hadn’t even met the man and he was already dressing hia down, 

Rut it was time to get moving - he had an appointment to keep. He picked up the dossier and headed back for 
his quarters. 


2) 


Spock sat in his quarters fighting a slowly successful battle with his emotions. The Vulcan half was deaanding 
cala, for if he gave in to his hugan heritage he would be pacing the floor. The viewscreen in front of him was 
activated and the information printed there concerned James Kirk. 

Doubt nagged at the back of his mind. He couldn’t get comfortable with the idea of Kirk as the commanding 
officer of the Enterprise. Kirk’s age bothered him. The sometiges wild illogic of the human race was bad enough, 
but it was practically rampant in the younger humans ~- and Kirk was only thirty-two! He had not found many humans 
to be outstandingly competent, and from his inquiries about Kirk, the aan seemed to be somewhat of a hot-head, 
stubborn, and ambitious. Sogehow it didn’t strike Spock as ideal aaterial. 

But - there was no questioning Kirk’s achievements. The many decorations and citations spoke of aman of 
ability, of leadership, of command. It seeaed almost a paradox. Spock liked things in black and white. There were 
tco many shades of grey in Kirk’s character for his liking. 

The intercom rang. IJt was aleost tine for the new comaanding officer to beam aboard. Spock quietly got to his 
feet and headed for the transgorter roog. 

He passed by the open door of the captain’s quarters with Kirk’s possessions stacked neatly just inside. He 
had never been close to Pike, but at least he had been comfortable with his, knew what to expect and what was 
expected. He was not very comfortable about facing the unknown quantity called Janes Kirk, 

Realizing he was going to be late, he soved to the turbo-lift. He was the last to arrive in the transporter 
room. The other departeent heads were already there - each looking expectant or nervous in their turn. Spock 
ordered the transporter to be activated. 

The bea@-up was coapleted quickly. A youthful figure stood on the platform and, for a small eternity in tine, 
brown eyes locked with hazel ones. The time of anticipation was over. Concrete reality was in front of thea. 

Spock felt his heart sink as he looked over the man standing in front of hia. Kirk was hardly aore than a boy; 
even the wayward lock of hair failing forward over his face somehow underlined the fact. But there was something 
else, something Spock couldn’t define. His eyes ran over the lean, auscled figure, the armas hanging relaxed by 
Kirk’s side, the stance which was both at ease and professional. He looked up again and met those clear, inquiring 
eyes. They were sizing up the Vulcan but, as with any good commander, they did not disclose any thoughts or 
iapressions. As they stood facing each other, Spock siowly becaae aware of the air of confidence and self-assurance 
that Kirk commanded, He sudseniy found niasel¢# wondering what conclusion «irk had drawn on his examination. 


As vet, Kirk hao draws so conclusion. As the waterialization process ended, he was aware of the presence of 
all the officers, but his eyes sought out oniy one, Se wasn’t hard to find, 

H:s eyes took in a tali, Signder man standing in front of the transporter console, his hands clasped behind his 
oack, Their eyes met, cet there was nothing showing out of the brown depths except perhaps the slightest hint of 
curiosity. As their eves heid, something Kirk couldn’t define flickered in the Vulcan’s eyes, then was gone. There 
was nothing in Spock’s expression or attitude that revealed anvthing that he was thinking, Kirk tried to gauge what 
tne vulcan was feeling but tamediately felt that 1t was useless. He may have been half huean but that half aust 
have been completely buried. * 


McCoy stood to one side and watched the two men. it was gore than obvious that they were sizing each other up. 
McCoy knew Spock should have been in line for this position - that his qualifications warranted giving hie the 
shio, and yet 1t had been given to Jia. 

And he knew that Jim was worried about Spock. Not on:y because he had taken command of a ship that should have 
been the Vulcan’s, but because Spock was a Vulcan. 

‘I’a going to have to earn his support, Bones," Kirk had said to hia a few days earlier, "If the Enterprise 
is going to be a good ship, I’ve got to have Spock’s backing all the way. If there’s friction at the top it will 
destroy everything." 

Looking at the carefully neutral expression on Spock’s face, McCoy wondered how Kirk would ever crack that 
exterior to find the wan below the surface. * 


The examination seeaed to have been ended by mutual agreement. Each man had made his initial judgaent of the 
other but was biding his time before acting on that judgment, Those watching could not tell if any decision had 
been aade on either side. 

They were left no time for speculation. Spock stepped forward, his hand raised in the ancient Vulcan greeting. 
Kirk was aomentarily nonplused for he knew tnat the greeting was used rarely except among Vulcans theasel ves. 

"Live long and prosper, Captain Kirk, | turn command over to you, sir, and welcoae you aboard the 
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Enterprise.” 

The voice reaching Kirk's ears was neutral and seemed to hold no resentment. Kirk’s eyes never left Spock’s 
face but a small, proud smiieé touched the corners of his mouth. His ship - he was finaily aboard her! 

Suddeniy he feit that everything would be ali right - that this crew would continue to work weli, that he cowid 
lron out any differences he ran into with Spock. indeed, the vuican nmimself had taken the first step in that 
direction by the form of his greeting. Looking around, Kirk knew that this was where he belonged - he was hose 

None of that showed on his face or in his voice. 

"Thank you, Ar, Spock." Looking at the others standing there, nis smile widened, "Well, gentlenen. shail we 
get to work?” 


2 The Beginning 4% 


The giant ship slipped silently through space, her destination the little explored planet of Dimorus. A 
research team had been stationed there for the past six months and was due to return to Starbase 12. As that 
particular Starbase was also the command base of the starship Enterprise, and since she was due in for routine 
maintenance, it was a siaple task for her to stop long enough to pick thea up. 

A youthful figure walked through the darkened corridors. His duty shift had long since ended, but he was 
conducting his self-appointed tour ~ in away tucking his lady in for the night. The older crew members still got 
a chuckle out of their young Captain’s nightly routine, but they appreciated his concern for what was so auch a part 
of thea all. 

Janes T. Kirk had served as Captain of the Enterprise for barely a month and as yet not many of the crew knew 
hie very well, save Gary Mitchell, who had known hia before they were assigned to the Enterprise. They all knew 
of him, all knew of his extraordinary rise through command rank to finally become, at thirty-two, the youngest man 
ever to command a starship. 

They found hia to be a fire, decisive leader who wore his authority like a eantle. He was a good deal younger 
than most of his senior officers, something which had never happened before in anyone’s memory. In no way did this 
disinish their respect for his} he knew his job, he knew how to control gen under his command, and he showed all too 
readily what so aany commanders lacked - understanding and compassion for the gen under hia. 

Satisfied that all was well, he dropped into the rec room, knowing that Mark Piper would be nursing his usual 
nightcap, probably keeping Montgomery Scott company. Kirk had never met anyone with Scotty’s enoraous capacity who 
Managed to stay completely sober. When he first saw the Scot’s nightly consuaption he almost aoved to stop it, but 
Piper had intervened. 

"Don’t worry, Captain,*® cage the cheerful response, “Scotty’s got a stomach like a sponge} you'll never find 
hia less than competent no matter what the crisis - give hia a chance.” So against his better judgesent Kirk had 
kept silent, and so far Piper had proved correct. The sore he cage to know his chief engineer the sore he respected 
hia and the fonder he felt toward hia. Scotty’s affection was growing in return for the “young lad* who had been 
assigned as his comeanding officer. He was auch more friendly than Chris Pike had ever been, and took sore interest 
in Scotty and his great love, the engineering section. 

Both Scotty and Piper were at their usual table, deep in conversation. A few other crew aeabers were scattered 
around the room. Gary Mitchell was among the missing. Kirk pulled up a chair, smiling, refusing an offer’ of 
Saurian brandy, ops 

"Ach, Captain, you should try some Scotch, keeps a aan healthy.* 

Kirk grinned. “Scotty, if I tried to keep up with you I wouldn’t have to turn off the Enterprise’s artificial 
gravity, I’d just float around the ship!" 

Scotty snorted into his drink. Kirk took the opportunity to ask where Mitchell was, 

"] think he’s after your yeoman, Captain,® said Piper, "the one with the difficult name.° 

Kirk’s eyebrows rose. ‘You mean Jones?* 

Piper chuckled, ‘I mean Smith. I think you’ve got some mental hangup about that girl. Not only is she scared 
half to death of you, but you get so exasperated when she corrects you. Now if she had some easy name, like 
Atienza’, you’d probably have no trouble remeabering it and a hot romance at the same tiae.* 

"Very funny,” said Kirk with a twinge of irritation in his voice. It did bother hia that he could never 
remeaber his yeoman’s name, the sage way it bothered him that she was never around when he needed her and always in 
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the way when she wasn’t wanted. 

"How long before we get to Starbase 12?" asked Piper, changing the subject. 

Kirk leaned back in his chair. "We pick up the scientific team tomorrow and will be at the Starbase in three 
days. Why?* 

"Oh, just looking forward to a little shore leave. Shipboard life can be a bit hard on a man after a while." 
A conspiring gleam passed between Kirk and Piper, each fully aware of what the other was thinking, 

"Il agree, Doctor," said Scotty soleanly, “I just received a huge package of technical tapes, a good solid week 
of reading ~ I can hardly wait...” He silently endured the burst of laughter from his companions. His comment was 
so far from what they had been thinking aboutt that the siaple statement practically doubled thes over. 

Wiping the tears from his eyes, Kirk noticed a dark, disapproving stare from a corner of the room. As their 
eyes met, Spock quickly looked away and went back to the chess gage he was playing with the computer. Kirk sat 
looking thoughtfully at the Vulcan who took no further notice of the others. 

"Scotty," he said, turning to the Scot, “does Spock have any friends, anyone he sees outside of duty hours?” 

The engineer glanced over at the spare figure in blue who was concentrating his attention on the chess board in 
front of hia, “None that I know of, Captain. He used to occasionally accompany Captain Pike on shore leave. Sone- 
times he’l] play a weird looking instrusent in the rec rooa, but otherwise he keeps pretty auch to himself. Vulcans 
don’t ix very well with humans, I guess.” 

Piper watched Kirk as he gazed at Spock. He knew the Captain was toying with an idea, He had seen the autual 
respect grow between Kirk and Spock over the few weeks that Kirk had been in command of the Enterprise, but it 
didn’t seea in Kirk’s nature not to delve and probe into a man’s psyche - to find out what eade hia tick, He 
glanced over at the Vulcan. You've got a tough nut to crack this tine, Jin, he thought. I know the lengths 
you've gone to to win this crew, but Spock’s only half-hapan, and I know that half feels inferior, I don’t know if 
even your persistance can get through that shell. 

Apparently Kirk was going to try. He stood up and excused hiaself, then walked over to where Spock was sitting. 
The Vulcan glanaced up, not seeeing in the least surprised to see Kirk standing there. 

"Mind if I join you, Mr. Spock? I haven’t played chess for a long time, thought I might be able to pick up a 
few pointers..." 

At this point Piper stopped listening in. He knew that Kirk was a top chess player and it was absolutely none 
of his business what he wanted to discuss with the Vulcan. Besides, he had a couple of tests that needed to be 
checked in the lab before he went to bed. He stood up and Scotty joined hia. The engine room would also have a 
final going-over before it was completely settled for the night. 

Spock politely invited Kirk to join hia in a game. "The computer is a challenge, Captain, but since | prograsa- 
ed it for chess ayself, the game normally ends in a draw. The pattern differs, but the end result is usually the 
saae.’ 

Kirk grinned. "Well, I doubt if I could give you the same challenge as the computer, Mr. Spock, but [’a will- 
ing to take a stab at it.’ 

Kirk proceeded to play the game of his life. He wasn’t just playing a game, he was introducing hiasalf to a 
gan he had a great deal of difficulty trying to understand. For a while he played as he had been taught the gaae 
should be played, with foresight and logic, but after awhile he discovered that if he kept it up, he would be 
soundly beaten. So he changed to his normal game of sheer daring which had proved so successful in the past. Spock 
watched in growing astonishaent as his carefully plotted game was totally damolished. He conceded Kirk’s checkaate 
with a slightly raised eyebrow. 

"I ae not fasiliar with that particular aaneuver, Captain,” he said, reaching out to rearrange the chessaen in 
their original positions. 

Kirk gave back the various pieces he had captured during the game. "Neither aa I, Spock. I think it is noreal- 
ly referred to as a ’Kirk Kink’ by ay previous chess partner." 

"Indeed," replied Spock, 

Kirk glanced around to discover they were the only ones left in the rec room. He had been so absorbed in the 
gage he had not noticed the others leaving. He stretched, then got to his feet. “Guess I1’1] check the bridge, then 
turn in.® 

Spock looked up at hia. “The crew is in auxiliary control on third shift, Captain. There is noone on the 
bridge.* 

Kirk flushed a little, knowing there was probably no way he could explain to this aan what he felt about the 
ship and the control center that was now so euch apart of his lyife. Before he could reply, Spock had risen to his 
feet. 
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"However, if you do not mind company, there are a couple of instruments I do wish to check. | am not 
completely satisfied with their operation..." He stood respectfully, his hands behind his back, waiting for an 
answer, 

Kirk gazed at hia, his hazel eyes thoughtful. Was there something behind the sisple comment, or was he just 
trying to get something out of the Vulcan that wasn’t there? 

"I’d be pleased to have you accompany me, Mr. Spock," he said, using a tone as formal as the Vulcan’s. Two 
could play at that game. 

The bridge was dialy lit by the glowing instruments from various panels. Spock went iamediately to the science 
station and started fiddling with the equipment. Kirk watched hia for a few moments, then stepped quietly down to 
the command chair. He stood for several seconds with his hand an the back of the chair. He still couldn’t quite 
get rid of the ridiculous feeling he got every time he walked onto the bridge - his bridge. He aoved over to the 
navigator’s station and activated the main screen. The familiar stars twinkled into existence, the ship’s fleeting 
aovesent making thea seea as though they were slipping past the lights of a city. Kirk couldn’t begin to count the 
nuaber of tiaes he had stood watching the stars, and he knew he never would tire of it. 

Spock finished his work and turned to see what Kirk was doing. He sat studying the husan for a long soment. 
He had never been close to anyone - had occasionally felt the need but he had never had the opportunity - his mixed 
heritage kept an invisible barrier between himself and others. Yet he was certain tonight that Jases Kirk had not 
only wanted to play chess. He was aware that the Captain had been studying hia during the past weeks, and Spock had 
found that he had been accorded the same open friendliness that Kirk gave everyone else. The fact that Spock was 
an alien didn’t seem to make any difference. 

Spock was intrigued by his new commanding officer. He was a bit surprised at the openness of Kirk’s character; 
he made little effort to hide his feelings; he was quick to laugh; he was as close to a tease as Spock had ever eet, 
although he had never been at the receiving end of the gentle teasing. He was also an exacting commander who 
expected top efficiency. He had a charis@a which brought a degree of loyalty that Spock had not seen before in a 
human crew. He could understand it froma Vulcan crew, but hugans were unpredictable, and their conflicting 
eaotions often got in the way of efficiency. 

Spock had also discovered that Kirk had a teaper. It rarely surfaced; he never once had been heard to raise his 
voice, but an icy look from those highly expressive eyes accoaplished far more than a tongue-lashing. The angrier 
he was the quieter his voice became. Once Spock had been witness to the repriganding of a junior officer who had 
failed to follow up on one of Kirk’s orders. Neither of thes would ever forget it. 

Kirk swung around, flicking off the screen as he did so. Standing in the gloom he looked so young, it was 
alaost ridiculous to think that he could shoulder the burdens of starship comeand. Then those eyes held the 
Vulcan’s - those eyes so experienced in so young a face. Spock rose to his feet, 

"You come to watch the stars often, Captain?’ The question was polite, no curiosity, alaost a siaple statesent. 
Kirk was a little puzzled. #hen he had first turned and his eyes had aet Spock’s, he was sure he had seen a 
fleeting look of something he couldn’t define. Did the Vulcan see the stars as he did? Would he understand if Kirk 
decided to try to explain? The huaan sailed slightly. Probably not. 

“Not as often as I would like to, Mr. Spock. Time doesn’t seem to be ay own any gore..." A wistful look 
crossed his face at some distant sesory. 

"Command does rule one’s life,” Spock said quietly. Kirk looked at hia sharply but the Vulcan’s eyes seemed to 
look past hia. "It sets that person apart, he is different from others, irreversibly different..:" Spock broke 
off, not sure why he had spoken those words. He looked back at Kirk. 

“Is that why you refused command, Spock? I know you could have had the Enterprise, if you had gone for — the 
assignaent.° : 

Spock stood up, silently flicking off some of the computer systeas which were not necessary for the third 
shift. He felt a strange urge to talk to Kirk, yet he knew he wouldn’t. He had kept his feelings to himself for 
too gany years. He stood with head bowed for a few seconds, then turned to the younger aan. 

"Captain, I don’t need command for that to happen..." 

The hazel eyes softened as the impact of Spock’s words sank in. Spock was uncomfortable. He didn’t know why 
he had said to Kirk words he had never uttered to another living soul. Kirk semed to sense his confusion, for he 
didn’t pursue the subject. He glanced at the chronometer. 

"lf you and I are going to be any good on the job toaorron, Spock, 1 think we’d better get to bed." Silently 
they took the short ride on the turbolift to Deck 5, Spock grateful that Kirk seemed lost in his own thoughts. He 
had said something he now wished he hadn’t. He disliked exposing any break in the Vulcan facade, and he had the 
feeling that if anyone could crack his barriers against the outside world, it would be this man. 
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He didn’t realize how auch his answer troubled Kirk, and Kirk didn’t know why. He had set aany lonely people 
in his career - ailitary life eade it alaost iapoesible to sustain any lasting friendships. People eoved around too 
euch. He was lucky - he had Leonard McCoy. Although they aet only infrequently, McCoy looked out for hia alaost 
like a father in the tiaes when things really got rough. Kirk wondered if Spock had ever had anyone like that. 

The turbolift door swished open to reveal Gary Mitchell and a couple of his friends merrily singing as they 
made their way along the corridor. Immediately Spock withdrew, and Kirk felt the slight communication they had 
shared being withdrawn as well. The others case up, Gary clapping Kirk on the shoulder. ‘Missed you tonight, 
Captains you starting to eiss dinner on a regular schedule?" 

Spock turned to Kirk. ‘If you will] excuse ee, sir, I have some work in ay quarters.° 

Kirk nodded, and Spock left the group standing in front of the turbolift. The other two een took their leave - 
unlike Mitchell, they were still slightly in awe of their coemanding officer. 

"Want a nightcap, Gary?" 

"Sure could use one, Jia. Man, that yeoman of yours is really something..." He noted the coldness that aet 
that remark, and knew he had hit a topic that was better left alone. 

Kirk poured out the brandy, then sat down on the edge of the bed, Gary taking up his usual position on the 
floor. Mitchell never sat on anything other than the floor if he had any choice in the aatter. He took a swallow 
of his drink, his eyes never leaving Kirk’s face. He had known hie for a long time, and was very good at reading 
his aoods. At the aoment, his friend seesed troubled about something. 

“Come on, Jia, out with it. What’s wrong?" 

A fleeting seile crossed Kirk’s face. ‘"Nothing’s wrong, Gary, I just get hit occesionally with the enoreity of 
the job..." He looked at his friend. If Gary Mitchel] ever achieved a captaincy, that enorsity was something that 
would never bother hia. Gary was a competent officer, but cold. Emotion was something that rarely got in his way. 
I wonder if that would inpair his effectiveness, Kirk thought to himself. Could a conpanding officer be a5 good 
withoat it? 

“Hey, snap out of it, friend, you’re giving ae the willies with that stare!" 

Kirk laughed. ‘Sorry, just daydreaming... He grew serious. “Gary, what do you think of Spock?" 

Mitchell looked surprised. ‘Spock? Well, 1’d say he’s a computer easquerading as a science officer.’ 

Kirk frowned slightly. Again he was aware of a crucial element missing in Mitchell’s character. “Nothing 
else?" 

"Heck, Jie, I’ve got enough todo without trying to analyze that alien. He’s efficient, logical, and he 
doesn’t like humans. Anything else?° 

Kirk finished his drink. "No, that probably suas it up." He stood up. “We'd better turn in, Gary, or Piper 
will have us on the carpet again." 

He stood looking at the closed door, seeing both Mitchell and Spock. He had been friends with Gary for a long 
tiae, and together they had done soee fast living. He was a dependable, efficient officer and a loyal friend. But 
recently Kirk felt as though he was seeing a different Mitchell; this one was cold and ruthless, a aan who tended 
to use and discard people as the aood soved hia. Kirk knew that he hieselt was changing, moving now in a different 
direction, having to know and analyze the sen under his command. Was he now seeing soeething in Gary that was being 
brought out as their relationship altered? Maybe he should have a talk with Piper; he could usually shed some light 
on such problees. Kirk thanked his lucky stars that he had inherited Mark. How often over the past weeks had that 
gruff ean steered hia on the right course. However, there would be tiees when he wouldn’t be able to help, tines 
when to be a huaanist would only complicate the aatter, tiaes when only sticking to strict ailitary procedure would 
solve a probles. It was then when Kirk would need someone else, and he had no one = Mitchell was definitely not the 
gan. However, it wasn’t worth worrying about now. Toeorrow they would pick up the aen on Dimorus, then Starbase 12. 
Within minutes, Kirk was in bed and asleep. xx 


Spock sat gazing at the flamepot, the light reflecting from the red curtains which decorated the Vulcan’s 
living quarters. He was disturbed. He had turned to a human tonight for the first tine since he had last cried in 
his aother’s ares. He was troubled not so auch by the fact that he had done it, but eore from the effect that Kirk 
was having on hia. He had never felt this with Captain Pike, although he had known hie for along tiee. Pike was a 
loner auch the same as Spock, and they had been content with their distant relationship. Kirk was so different. He 
had not tried to iapose on the Vulcan’s privacy; he had always been courteous and friendly in his dealings with hia, 
yet Spock felt as though Kirk had held out something. Was it soeething he needed, or something he felt the Vulcan 
needed? The not knowing bothered hia. 

He thought back over the past weeks. He knew he was gore aware of Kirk than he had ever been of Pike. He 
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watched his actions in quiet tines, his efficiency in the everyday crisea which followed all starships. He had 
noticed that Kirk tended to be a little incautious, was too quick to be the one who responded to the danger. He was 
not a commander who sent others into a stiuation he would not face. Was it the recklessness of youth, the faults of 
inexperience, or a part of the aan which would always cause hie to be in the thick of things? 

Spock found hiaself trying to anticipate the somewhat illogical reactions of his Captain, and several tines had 
stepped between hie and some possible disaster, Then, on the Canopus planet only a week ago, the position had been 
reversed. Spock, absorbed by something registering on his tricorder, had alaost steppad into the treacherous 
sulphur quicksands. With a yell and a flying tackle, Kirk had knocked Spock flat on his back, but not in tise to 
stop both of thea froe getting caught. Quick work by the others of the landing party had prevented a very unpleasant 
end. When Spock had pointed out that Kirk had only needed to yell, and not place hiaself in such a position, Kirk 
had only chuckled. 

“Nr, Spock, I have been told by py instractors at the Acadeny, by ay superior officers aboard ship, and now by 
you, that it is not necessary to keep getting into trouble. Sonehow I jast keep on doing it.” The subject had been 
dropped, but the words had made a deep iapression on Spock, and he would always be sure in the future that he would 
be within grabbing distance if the need arose. she 


Standard orbit was established around Disorus, and contact sade with the scientists stationed there. As he had 
found with all scientific men, they were not ready to leave the planet} in fact, they had hardly begun to pack 
their records. They eagerly accepted Kirk’s offer of assistance, and he sent down a teas of technicians who would 
be able to help without destroying everything the scientists had collected during their stay. 

As tine dragged on, Kirk found hieself getting restless. He had been looking forward to beating a hasty 
retreat to Starbase 12, and this delay was proving very frustrating. He swung to his feet. 

"Mr. Spock, Mr. Mitchell, we are going to beaa down." 

Spock looked at hia in surprise. “For what reason, Captain? We can find out nothing froe this planet in so 
short a tise that hasn’t already been recorded..." He broke off, Seeing Kirk’s eyes darken. Now was not a good 
tise to question his Captain’s orders. . 

Kirk turned to his yeoman. “You, too, Yeoman." Glancing at Spock, he continued: “We eight find something 
worth recording despite the doubts expressed by the Science Officer.” He hit the intercom. "Dr. Piper, we’re going 
planetside. Care to come along?® 

"You giving ae a choice, Captain?" 

"Yes, Doctor, for once | as.° 

"Then, thanks, but I think I’1] stay here. I’ve been working on some tests that I’d like to follow through. * 

Kirk chuckled as he turned the intercom off, He looked over at Lee Kelso. “Lee, you have the con- Scotty’s 
off with a techincal journal somewhere. Don’t disturb hia unless you have to. Contact us when the scientists are 
beamed aboard if we haven’t come back first.” 

"Acknowledged, Captain.” 

* 


The four of thea aaterialized just outside the caap that the scientists had set up. They were surprised to see 
a crude defense line set up around the perimeter, long sticks with sharpened ends pointing outwards. 

“Looks kike pictures of those forts in Old Africa,” commented Kirk to no one in particular. “Wonder what aade 
it necessary?" 

They entared the compound and soon were shaking hands with the scientific team they had been sent to pick up. 

“Why the poles, gentlemen?® asked Kirk curiously. 

"Just a precaution, Captain. Most things on this planet make it a perfect place to set. ap a ry except 
for..-* He hesitated for a aosent. : 

"Except for what?" asked Kirk. 

"Well, there’s a rodent-like creature with prehensile claws who lives here; we haven’t been able to get close 
enough to do any real study, and we haven’t been able to capture one. We think they’re intelligent. They live in a 
loose type of society, and for the aost part seem willing to keep to theaselves.° 

“For the sost part?" echoed Mitchell. 

"Occasionally, and for reasons we can’t figure out, they mount an attack. They use a weapon like a blowgun - 
poison darts. We don’t know what kind of poison} it evaporates quickly if it doesn’t enter the bloodstreas, but 
if it does, it’s deadly. Soee of our test animals were killed and when we did an autopsy, we could find traces of 
some kind of poison, but not enough to be able to identify it. I doubt if you'll have to worry, though}  they’re 
rarely around during the day.’ 
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"Well then," said Kirk, “let’s do a little exploring.’ 

They set off, Kirk busily surveying the unfaailiar territory, Mitchell surveying the y@oman, and Spock glued to 
his tricorder. Kirk glanced at the Vulcan and smiled. Spock had complained about the unnecessary beamdown, but was 
now totally caught up in his investigation, his insatiable curiosity once again having gotten the better of hie. 

“Jia,” said Mitchell, "if you don’t need us, aind if we do a little exploring of our own?" Kirk glanced at the 
yeoman, who was studying her feet as if she had just discovered that she had thea. 

"All right, Gary. Just keep your eyes open." He watched thea disappear, then turned to see what Spock was up 
to, but the Yulcan was busy sorting out some soil samples. Sighing to himself, he decided to plunge on - he had 
suggested this, he aight as well enjoy it. 

He soon cage on a clearing ringed by the tall, thin treea that grew in abundance on the planet. There was a 
pool in the aiddle of the clearing - saall, violet-colored flowers grew in profusion around it. Silence abounded, 
aaking Kirk feel a bit on edge. He couldn’t remeaber hearing any bird or insect life since he had left the others. 
He felt the hair rising on the back of his neck. He knew he was in danger, but he didn’t know fro@ what, or where 
it would be coeing from. He quietly walked forward, taking out his phaser and setting it on heavy stun. There was 
still nothing visible. He took out his comaunicator and flipped it open. 

"Kirk to Mitchell. Gary, coae in...Gary...” 

"Yes, Captain..." 

Kirk felt relieved to be in contact with someone. "Gary, something’s wrong here. I can’t sae anything, but 
there’s danger. Contact Spock; get here as fast as you can. 1°11] leave ay comaunicator opan so you can find ae." 

"Be there in a second, Jia. Mitchell out.® 

Kirk stood tensely waiting, the silence of the seall glade pounding in his ears. The ainutes passed like 
hours, and then he saw thea, the rodent-like creatures the scientists had reported. They ringed the small clearing. 
Probably about ten of the», thought Kirk, doing a quick estiaate. He tried to edge toward the trees, but they 
aoved to cut hia off. A couple started forward. Remeabaring that the scientists had said the creatures eight be 
intelligent, Kirk decided to try to reason with thea. 

"l ean youno hare} we’re here to pick up the scientists that have been stationad back there..." The 
creatures took no notice of his words and kept advancing. Kirk lifted his phaser a little higher. "We do not like 
to kill, but we will defend ourselves..." The creatures kept coming. Kirk had no choice -he fired, The 
creatures cruapled at his feet. 

"Jip - look out!" Kirk spun around to see Gary Mitchell racing across the glade, the yeoman hot on his heels. 
He saw the blowgun the saee tiee as Mitchell did. Gary swerved and dived at the rodent, taking the dart intended 
for Kirk, 

"Gary!" Kirk dashed forward, falling to his knees as a blinding blue flash lit the area. A second one 
followed alaost iamediately, and Kirk vaguely saw Spock as he spun and fired on another advance. Kirk grabbed his 
comaunicator. 

"Enterprise - lock on and beam up four. Medical eergency!*® He picked Gary up and half-stuabled over to 
Spock and the yeoman. The transporter beaa caught thea alaost iaaediately. 

Piper mat thea in the transporter room. "Poison, Doctor," said Spock, “unknown variety, kills on entering the 
bloodstreaa.' 

"My fault,” auttered Kirk, laying the pale body of his friend on the waiting stretcher. ‘My fault...’ 

Suddenly the screaa of red alert sounded. Kirk hit the comaunications button. ‘Kirk here.* 

"Kelso, sir. lon store approaching fast ~- a huge one...” 

Baan, thought Kirk, what else can go wrong? Aloud he said, "Get those aen off that planet -as fast as you 
can. Beaa the whole blasted caap up if you have to! Spock, with ae..." He touched Piper on the shoulder as he 
passed. "Mark, do what you can." The doctor looked at hi syapathetically. Mitchell was Kirk’s one real friend on 
board the Enterprise ~ this was going to be rough. 

The next few hours were a struggle. They didn’t get the scientists off the planet soon enough to be able to 
outrun the store. Everyone’s nerves were on edge as the ship battled with the awesome force of the ion store. 
Spock watched his Captain struggle for the life of his ship, and share in the struggle for the life of his friend. 
A small part of Spock wondered what it would be like to have such a friendship, where one person cared so auch for 


the other. * 


They aade it. There was a lot of damage, some systeas were out coapletely, others were working on asanual 
control, but they had survived, They had survived because they were led by a tremendous tactician. Even Spock had 
felt the situation to be coepletely hopeless at tiaes, yet Kirk would cose up with another maneuver which kept the 
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Enterprise from being split wide open. 

As soon as it was safe, Kirk felt Spock in command and headed for Sickbay. The news was not good. 

"I honestly don’t know, Captain. 1’ve never seen poison like this. I’ve pumped Gary full of everything I can 
think of} the labs are working full out to find an antidote. I’ve put hia on complete life-support to help sustain 
the weakened autonomic reflexes. That’s about all I can do.' 


Spock found hi, hours later, sitting alone on the steps of the darkened bridge. Again the stars were flashing 
by onthe viewscreen, but Kirk didn’t seem to see thea, nor did he acknowledge Spock’s presence. Spock stood 
uncertainly for a few moments, then sat down on the steps beside Kirk. Stidl there was no acknowledgement of his 
being there. They sat side by side in the gloom, a large distance of silence separating thea. 

Then Kirk sighed. “It should never have happened, Spock. There was no reason for it - we didn’t have to go 
down, we weren’t going to accomplish anything by it. My fault - 1’@ always Soing stupid, iapetuous things. Why did 
it have to be Gary? What will I do if he dies?" He buried his head in his hands. 

Spock looked at the viewscreen, at the silent stars in their familiar pattern. They had been there for eons of 
time before this moment, and would probably be there for eons after. He looked again at his Captain. What could he 
say to this human? He knew he had to say something, 

"Captain, the eain purpose of Starfleet is scientific exploration, to contact new life. Weare seeking the 
unknown, and the unknown is always dangerous. You were curious about a world. Curiosity is what drew mankind into 
space in the first place. This was not the first tise we have beamed down to a planet where we were reasonably sure 
we would find little of value. This is not the first tise a ean is fighting for his life because of the decision of 
a superior officer, nor will it be the last. Mitchell did nothing you would not have done had the positions been 
reversed..." 

A signal from Sickbay broke in. "Piper to Kirk..." 

"You can relax, Captains we’ve isolated the poison and found an antidote. Sary will live - he’ll feel rotten 
for awhile, but he’ll eake it.’ 

Kirk stood gripping the edge of the command chair, his knuckles showing white as he struggled to control 
hiaself, yet his voice was quiet and fire when he finally replied. ‘Thanks, Mark, I appreciate your efforts..." 

“Anytiae, Captain, although I’a@ getting past the age where I like these rush jobs. Piper out.° 

Kirk stood holding onto the command chair as if it were the one solid reality in his life. Spock quietly stood 
up. Kirk’s eyes met his. Spock drew a deep breath. “Captain, there is now a known antidote for the poison darts 
of Disorus, That in itself will help eake possible the colonization of the planet when it becomes neceseary. If 
this incident had not happened, the knowledge would not now be known, and the planet would r@eain a danger. Today’s 
incident was not totally without benefits.® 

Kirk turned away from the Vulcan to look at the viewscreen, then flicked it off. "That’s where we differ, 
Spock. You can see the value of an experigent - | see the uselessness of almost losing a life.” He turned back to 
the Vulcan. “ls that what sakes us different, Spock? Is that what holds us apart, Humans from Vulcans, Vulcans 
from Andorians, Andorians from Tellerites? Is it because our standards and priorities are so different, that we can 
never reach that hoped-for goal of the Federation ~ to truly become brothers? We have peace aaong our peoples, but 
do we really have understanding?" 

Spock’s dark eyes held Kirk’s. The Captain had asked hie something that was almost iepossible to answer. He 
knew he did not see things as Kirk did - often he did not understand why Kirk did the things he did. He knew that 
Kirk didn’t understand hie either, although he certainly tried. Kirk’s eyes were still on his, and he felt coapelled 
to answer, : 

"You talk about the understanding of worlds, Captain. May I suggest something else - the understanding of an 
individual must come first. It is perhaps more complicated, but once accomplished, can lead to the ideal of which 
you speak.” 

Kirk found hiaself holding his breath. The day before he had held out his hand - tonight Spock had answered. 
Suddenly Gary’s close brush with death became only that - his feeling of guilt faded. He stood now looking at a aan 
who seemed able to speak his words, who understood his goals. Would he be the one who could share his life? Only 
the future would tell, the future full of dangerous unknowns, thrilling victories, crushing defeats$ but it would be 
a future that could be shared, if he could keep open the tenuous line of communication to this strange, puzzling 
alien. He started up the steps, then turned to meet Spock face to face. 

"Il agree, Mr. Spock, understanding the individual is iaportant. Are you willing?" 

Something in the Vulcan’s dark eyes flickered, a look close to fear flashing bright, then disappearing. For a 
long time Spock stood motionless, then a slight incline of his head gave Kirk his answer. Together they entered the 
turbolift, leaving the bridge to its quiet darkness. 
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We Do Our Best 


It was written somewhere in the Starfleet directives that, upon occasion, aaabars of a starship crew would be 
cited for actions above and beyond the cal] of duty. It was beacause of such an action that the senior officers of 
the ¥.S.S, Enterprise were gathered at Command Headquarters to be recognized for their gallantry. 

McCoy surveyed the others. The ganaral opinion as thay had sade their way to the auditoriue sarlier was that 
they would all rather be somewhere elsa, but no one seeaad to be suffering. Indeed, that asotion would be difficult 
to feal with the amount of praise that was being haapad upon thee. He dug his elbow into Lt. Commander Scott’s 
sida. 

"I wonder if Vulcans get swelled heads?" he remarked in a loud whisper. 

Dark, disapproving eyes turned his way and McCoy grinned wickedly. He couldn’t resist baiting the Vulcan, aven 
at a tina like this. Then he noticed Kirk looking at hia as wall. “Whoops,” he thought. "I aust have bean a bit 
louder than I meant to be." He glanced furtively at Admiral Somaers but he evidently had not heard. 

Scotty was shifting restlessly. "I’ve got to get back to the Enterprise soon, Doctor,® he gruebled. ‘Thera’s 
a lot of repair work to be done. Soma sections need a complete overhaul, espacially the laundry - something kaaps 
happening to the cleaning unit...° 

As the cereaony cama to an end he broke off, and gratefully accepted the best part - good drink. It was also 
accoepanied by good food and conversation but thay didn’t stand first in Scotty’s sind. Finally thay were heading 
back to the transporter center and the ship, their next dastination being R&R onRigel 11, Each was loaking 
forward to the rest. 


Jia Kirk arrived on the bridge in tiaa to racaive a lass-than-walcome aassage from Headquarters. Before leaving 
orbit, Comsodore Brenner would be joining thee as a special observer. 

"Great," thought Kirk. "I’m tired, the craw is tired - all we need is a nit-picking perfectionist. I don’t 
think I’m going tobe able to stand it. At least hewon’t have any authority while on board." Aloud he said, 
Lt. Uhura, contact Mr. Spock and Mr. Scott. Tell the transporter room to stand ready." 

Leaving Sulu in charge, he took the turbolift to Deck 5. As it dascandad, he aantally raviawed the long list 
of repair work that Scotty had given to hia marliar. There was nothing aajor that required an oyerhaul, but a lot 
of little things that always seased to fall apart at the saae tiea. Scotty had tried to explain something about the 
food processor, but Kirk hadn’t understood and, he decided with a grin, Brenner would understand it even lass. As 
far as the Commodore was concerned, things worked proparly - period. : 

As the turbolift doors opened, Kirk immediately sansad that tha next two days ware going to be a disaster. His 
first officer was coming down the corridor and his unifora shirt could havea held four of hia. 

"Spock..." 

"The laundry unit has ealfunctioned, Captain," explained Spock with no change of expression. “It is sending 
back al] uniforas in this condition.® 

“Well,” said Kirk, "I would suggest you tuck the surplus into your pants. Maybe that would look better." 
Surveying the end result, Kirk smiled. "Now you just look like you’ve ended a severe diet. Coma on, we’re going to 
aiss the beaa up." 

They arrived inthe transporter room just as Scotty began to operate the transporter controls. As the 
Comaodore aaterialized onto the platfora, Kirk began his welcoming speech. Scotty, who had been readjusting some of 
the settings on the transporter console, suddenly sneezed, accidantally pulling down the levers. The Commodore was 
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sent back to Starbase 4. Spock’s eyebrow lifted as he looked at the eapty transporter platforae. 

"Mr. Scott, I believe that if you place your finger under your nose when you feel a sneeze approaching, you 
will find it avoids such awkward situations as we are now in,” he commented to a red-faced engineer. 

"It’s all right, Scotty," said Kirk, as the cullprit tried to apologize. ‘"Re-energize." 

Once again, tha Commodore materialized and this tiae hastily stepped off the platform, his face showing his 
irritation. Trying to be diplomatic, Kirk stepped forward and shood hands, apologizing for the accidental beas 
down. Brenner blustared a little but Kirk gave hia no chance to start berating anyone. 

"Commodore, I would like to present ay First Officer, Commander Spock." Branner stared in disbaliaf at Spock’s 
ill-fitting unifora. 

"Welcome aboard the Enterprise, Commodore,” said Spock, giving hia tha Vulcan salute. Brenner tried to 
return it, unsuccessfully, which furthered his irritation. 

Turning to introduce Scotty, Kirk found that the engineer had slipped out unnoticed. Probably too enbarrassed 
to stay, he thought. 

"Commodore," said Kirk, "Mr. Spock will accompany you to your quarters. I have a few things to attend to 
before we leave orbit.” 

"Of course, Captain. Just treat ee as part of the woodwork on this trip. | am here solely to observe.” Kirk 
ssiled grisly to hiaself - he would like to put Brenner into the woodwork rather than to treat hia as part of it. 

Kirk took a turbolift tothe bridge. Spock hesitated at the door of another. It had been operating 
erratically in the past few days but as it was the only one available, he ushered the comaodore in. 

"Deck 3," he ordered. The turbolift immediately descended to Engineering - thea manual override doing absolute- 
ly no good. No asount of effort would move it upward. 

Brenner stood by impatiently while Spock worked on the stubborn controls. Finally he said, "Well, Mr. Spock, 
as long as we’re in Engineering, maybe I can have a look around.” Spotting the Chie¢ Enginaar’s office, he bargad 
in without knocking. Scotty was there. In face, he had just poured hiaself a Scotch to soothe his shattered nervas 
and was in the process of downing it when the commodore burst in. They stared at each other for what, to Scott, 
seemed an eternity before Spock’s calm voice broke into the silence. 

"Lt. Commander Scott is suffering from an extremely bad cold resulting from severe exposure during the last 
aission. The ship’s doctor prescribed liquid aedication as the aost satisfactory way of breaking up the congestion.° 

Both Brenner and Scotty looked at Spock in astonishaent. "Mr. Scott,’ continued the Vulcan, "the comaodore 
would like to see your Engineering section. Would you please be so kind as to escort his.” 

Putting down his glass, Scotty took the comaodore and disappearad into the dapths of Enginaaring. Spock took 
this free tiae to find a unifora which would fit, and after a long hunt he was finally successful. 

Comsodore Brenner and Spock arrived on the bridge together. While Kirk was showing Branner the cosaand center 
of the huge starship, an emergency call came blasting over the intercoa from Sickbay. 

"T need help!" someone gasped. 

"Sulu, take over. Spock, comm with ae." Kirk was disappearing fast into the turbolift, with Spock and Branner 
right behind his. Arriving in Sickbay, he called out, "Bones, where are you?" 

"In here,” a shaky voice yelled from the adjoining roos. 

They ran to the next roos. Afater an astounded moment, Kirk burst into laughter, Spock looked pained, and 
Brenner seemed stunned. The ship’s chief medical officer was stuck on one of his diagnostic bads, which was 
flapping up and down wildly. 

"It’s not funny!” gasped McCoy. "Do something! I’a going to be killed!" 

Spock tried some switches to no avail. Finally, he tiaed the motion of the waving bed and managed to pull 
McCoy off, : 

"Bones, what were you doing?” Kirk demanded. 

"Well, things were slow around here so I decided to take a nap." 

Kirk noticed Brenner’s look of disbelief at what McCoy was saying and suppressed a grin. ~ 

",.0AS soon as I lay down, that stupid bed went berserk. It was aoving too fast to get off." 

"I believe there is a crack in the casing," said Spock, emerging from under the structure. “I would suggast 
sopseone attend to it before you use it again, Doctor. Not everyone would have the strength to hold on as long as 
you did." 

McCoy bristled at the tone in Spock’s voice. "Thank you, Mr. Spock,” he replied icily, "I'll saa to it." 

Nodding formally, and sailing inwardly, Spock returned to the bridge. 


It was the end of the watch and crew seabers were heading for dinner. Kirk accompanied Brenner to the aess 
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hall and directed hia to the food processor. The commodore punched his tepa into the slot and, before Kirk had @ 
chance to eove, the processor threw eashed potatoes right into Brenner’s face. Restraining a smile, Kirk 
apologized. "l’e terribly sorry, sir, the processor quite often gets carried away and throws the food around. The 
engineers have tried to fix it but so far nothing has worked.” 

Wiping potato off his face, Brenner grunted non-comaittally and gathered the rest of his geal. They joined 
Scott and McCoy, who had already started their dinner, and in a few @inutes Spock arrived to complete the group. 
The meal passed with no further @ishap, and conversation centered around the life of a starship officer - good talk 
with a group of amiable aen. Comaodore Brenner found hiaself enjoying his aeal sore than he had for a long tiee. 

After dinner they adjourned to the rec room. Spock and Brenner started a gaee of chess while McCoy happily 
discussed soge research he had just coapleted with what he thought was a highly interested captain. However, after 
asking his opinion and getting no response, the doctor discovered that Kirk was sound askeep. Turning to the chess 
gaee, he found that Spock had checkaated Brenner in six aoves. There seeaed no reason to regain, so Spock escorted 
the comsodore to his quarters while McCoy woke Kirk up and ordered hie to bed - before he threw his back out fro 
sleeping in such an unnatural position. * 


vast twelve wore oars, thought Kirk as he accompanied Brenner on a tour of the ship, and we'll be at 
Rigel 21 and rid of this inpitant. The tour was going from bad to worse. They visited the biocheaistry Jab and 
Brenner was iapressed by the flurry of activity, but Kirk was horrified by the strange concoction that bubbled in a 
large vat. He suspected it wasn’t a medical problem the staff was working on and eade a ental note to see McCoy 
about it. The comeodore didn’t sees to notice, or maybe it was just that he was beyond being surprised by what he 
Saw. 

Their visit to the flight deck caleed Kirk’s jangling nerves, for they inspected the shuttlecraft and discussed 
their operation with one of the flight engineers, a young aan naged Rawlings. He was on his toes and answared the 
coseodore’s questions with confidence. Leaving there, they passed the gy@ and heard the sound of what could be 
nothing less than full scale combat. Lboking in, they discovered that Sulu was practicing with a saber and was 
forcing another crew eeaber back toward the door, having knocked the saber froa his opponant’s hand. As the pair 
approached, Sulu tripped and fell flat on his face, nearly running the commodore through with his sword. Only quick 
action on the part of the captain prevented a very nasty accident. 

"Mr. Sulu, be careful with that thing. How often have I told you to use a safety tip on all weapons?® 

"I’a sorry, sir. Commodore, I didn’t sean to...° 

"IT understand that, Lieutenant,® the comsodore replied. "J realize accidents can happen. As a patter of fact, 
I am expecting thea to happen.” His eyes bore into Kirk, who was looking acutely unhappy. 

Mercifully, the intercom on the wall suamoned Kirk to the bridge. Hitting the button, he acknowledged the 
call. 

"Spock here, Captain. We are picking up a distress call from the freighter (rego. It has a leak in the 
reactor chaaber which fuels the ship. There is no way they can stop it and the engines will] becoee super-critical 
within a half hour. We are the closest ship to it.’ 

"How @any men are aboard her, Spock?" 

"One hundred seventeen, sir. Soe are badly injured and the ship’s doctor was killed in the initial blast.* 

"Signal red alert, Mr. Spock. Set course for the Oregon, warp 7. [’a on ay way. Coming, Comaodore?® 

Hurrying through the corridors behind the captain, Brenner sensed a difference in the ateosphera of the 
Enterprise. A short while ago, the crew had been alaost lax. Now they were heading for their stations with real 
purpose and everything was running with brisk efficiency. 

Even as the turbolift doors opened, Kirk was asking questions and giving orders. 

"Spock, how long before we arrive at the Qregon’s location?" 

"Thirteen einutes, Captain.” 

"Lt. Uhura, contact Star#lezt Command and advise them of our change in course, then get Dr. McCoy and Mr. Scott 
up here on the double.” 

"Aye, sir.” 

Within ainutes, the chief surgeon and engineer were on the bridge. 

"Bones, the Oregon has lost her medical officer. I want you to take a teae and beam aboard her as soon as we 
are within transporter range. Mr. Scott, J doubt if there is euch that can be done with those engines but I want 
you aboard that freighter to find out. Hold her together, Scotty. We’ve got to get those aen off." 

"Aye, sir. I'll do my best.” 

"Jia," said McCoy, "by the tiee we arrive the whole crew aight be affected by that radiation. It will take 
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tias for the ventilation system to filter it out. We eay be too late.° 

"Let’s hope not, Bones. Keep your fingers crossed. Mr. Spock, you’l] be in coamand here. I’d better go over 
with Scotty and see what I can do.” 

"Sir, I would suggest that it would be wiser if I go..." 

"No, Spock, I need you here. If those engines explode...well, I need someone who can handle the Enterprise 
in a close proxisity blast, someone who will look after her.” 

Spock hesitated. Kirk was tha wrong one to go, it was too risky - too auch could go wrong. Getting the crew 
off the Oregon was of vital iaportance at the aoment, but not vital enough for Jie Kirk, one of only twelve star- 
ship captains, to lose his life. Spock started to speak, but was interrupted by Chekov. 

"We are within transporter range, Captain.® 

"Lt. Uhura, open a hailing frequency." 

"Hailing frequency open, sir. I have contact with their bridge.° 

"This is Captain Jases Kirk of the Enterprise. What is your situation?® 

The screen showed a young aan, obviously badly frightened but controlling hiaself well. “This is Lt. Strong, 
sir. We’re in bad shape hare - two-thirds of the crew were affacted by the radiation before we got it under 
control - the rest are in enginearing trying to patch up the eess.° 

"Acknowledged, Lieutenant. We’re beaaing over a eedical teae ieeediately. My chief engineer and I shall 
follow shortly, Kirk out.” He hit the comaunicator button on the comeand chair. "Transperter rooa, is Dr. McCoy 
there?® 

"Here, Jia.” 

"Beas over iasediately, Doctor. They need your help.* 

"On ay way, Captain. McCoy out.® 

Kirk noticed Spock’s still disapproving look as he turned fro the coasand chair. Signalling the Vulcan, they 
aoved to a deserted section of the bridge. 

"Well, Spock?® 

"Captain, the situation aboard the Qregon requires an experienced aedical teaa and a competent engineer. You 
do not fit in either category. Dr. McCoy has, by now, beamed over. Mr. Scott has a teaa standing by in the 
transporter rooa. It is a useless risk to go aboard.” 

"Spock, are you questioning ay orders?° 

"No, sir, I am questioning the use of unnecessary personnel. The fewer people we send over there, the aore 
likely we shall be to get thea back." 

lapatiently, Kirk explained, "The Oregon is an old style freighter, coaaissioned alaost fifty years ago. Her 
equipaent is totally outdated - they don’t even go over it in siaulated practices at the Acadeay any aore. It’s 
just a page ina text book. But I served for nine asonths on that ship when I was a cadet, and I know those 
instruments forward and backward. I am not ‘unnecessary personnel’, Spock. I doubt if there is anyone else 
available that could pilot her.” He turned away, preventing any further argueent. "Mr. Spock, you have the con. 
Ready, Scotty?" 

Spock started forward, then stopped. Kirk was right - he had knowledge at his fingertips that others would 
need a cosputer for. It didn’t eake his going any easier, but at least it was logical. 

Brenner was in a turaoil. He was not entirely convinced by Kirk’s reasoning and silantly encouraged Spock to 
say something - anything - to discourage the captain. But the Vulcan, his face coapletely devoid of expression, 
aerely stood aside and watched Kirk and Scotty leave. 

A few ainutes later the Oregon hailed. ; 

"Things are bad here, Spock," said Kirk. "Scotty gives us about ten ainutes before the engines go. He and the 
chief engineer have thea stabilized for the aoment. His teaa is back on the Enterprise. McCoy thinks he can get 
the stretcher cases off in that tiee. How are things over there?° 

"Running saoothly, Captain, but..." he hesitated, 

"I know, Spock, you’re thinking of the danger should the Oregon explode." 

"Precisely, Captain. We ara too close not to be endangered by flying fragaents and if anyone should be trans- 
porting at the tiee we are sure to lose thee.” 

"Not a pleasant prospect, I agree. Scotty has rigged up a thirty second warning signal. Have engineering on 
standby, engines ready for top warp speed, The engines here are set for aanual control - the autoaatic pilot isn’t 
working. They should be able to go a little way before thay blow.” 

"Jia, someone needs to be aboard the Oregon to initiate warp drive." 

"That’s an order, Spock, if I say go - then go - no turning back ~ is that understood?° 
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Spock understood only too well, but his reply showed nothing of what he was thinking. “Standing by, Captain,* 
caee his reply. With his hand still resting on the command console, he was conteeplating the results of disobeying 
a direct order and beaming Kirk back to the Enterprise, when he was interrupted by a horrified Brenner. 

"wr. Spock, you can’t et Kirk do that! He’ll be killed!" 

Spock stared at his in stony silence. The comsodore could not know the raw nerve he had hit just below the 
passive exterior. Spock was torn, as he had been so @any times before, between ob'eying orders with the knowledge 
that it could cost James Kirk his life, or to give in to the emotions he denied having. 

He was Spared the need of answering when Scotty came bursting onto the bridge. “You only have about three 
minutes, Mr. Spock. J did what 1 could with those engines, but they won’t hold.® 

“Transporter rooa, how is the evacuation going?° 

"Only about twelve more, Mr. Spock. Dr. McCoy and his people are already back with the worst of the wounded. ° 

"Captain, beas-over alaost completed. Mr, Scott advises two minutes, forty seconds before explosion.* 

"Acknowledged, Spock. 1’ going to nudge this thing into forward and drift away from you - hopefully not out 
of transporter range. I’1] keep ay comeunicator open and when you have the last of the crew aboard, lock onto ay 
co-ordinates. As soon as |’ aboard, warp out of here.* 

"Captain, we could beae you aboard now." 

“Wo, we can’t be sure where this ship will head without the automatic pilot. ! don’t want her any closer to 
the Enterprise than she already is. And who knows - maybe, just maybe for once Scotty will be wrong about an 
engine. ° 

Spock looked across to where Scotty was standing and received a negative shake of the head. Where an engine 
and its reactions were concerned, Scotty never made a mistake. Spock knew this and was aware that Kirk also knew 
it. He would never understand irrational hope. 

A glance at the viewscreen showed that Kirk had set the freighter in sotion and suddenly, Spock sade up his 
aind. Orders or no, he was going to beas Kirk back. He would have to face the captain’s wrath later, but at least 
Kirk would be alive to administer that wrath. 

"Transporter room. Mr. Kyle, lock onto Captain Kirk’s co-ordinates and beae hie aboard isaadiately." 

As he gave the order, the turbolift doors opened and McCoy stepped out. He had the preliainary reports ready. 
for the captain concerning the wounded from the Oregon. As he handed thea to Spock, he noticed the tension. 
This is pore than just the freighter, he thought to hiaself. 

"What’s going on, Scotty?® he asked in a low whisper. 

"The captain and Spock just had a wee disagreement, Doctor. There’s going to be trouble in a ainute.” 

Mr. Kyle reported over the intercoa, ‘We have hia, sir. He’s on his way to the bridge.® 

"Very well, Lieutenant, continue beaging the others over. Notify ae the ainute everyone is aboard. ° 

There was not long to wait but it seesed forever. Then Kyle inforaed hia, “We have thee all, sir.° 

"Mr. Sulu, warp 6. Get us out of here.” 

As he gave the order, Spock heard the swish of the turbolift door and Kirk’s voice. 

"Spock, explain.” 

The Vulcan turned and was about to answer when the shock waves caused by the explosion of the Oregon hit 
the Enterprise. Bodies went flying. When things settled down, the commodore found hiaself in the doorway of the 
turbolift, wedged in by Kirk and spock. McCoy had landed in the command chair. Taking a cautious look around to 
aake sure that no one was Seriously hurt, he said, "This is Captain McCoy speaking. 1 want to talk to this crew 
about its flagrant habits of lying about while on duty, assuaing positions unworthy of officers, and generally being 
slack on the job." 

Laughter exploded on the bridge and the tensions of the past few ainutes evaporated. Spock got to his feet 
quickly, a look of disapproval on his face. He helped Brenner up, noticing the comaodore was still chuckling over 
McCoy’s comment. As he reached down a hand to pull Kirk to his feet he saw that the hazel eyes had deepened to 
brown - a sure sign of irritation. He sighed quietly to hiaself - he knew he had not heard the last about directly 
disobeying the captain’s orders. 

* 


The Enterprise was orbiting Starbase 4. Scotty was overseeing the transport of the Oregon’s crew to the 
base hospital. Dr. McCoy had gone ahead with his reports. Captain Kirk, Mr. Spock, and Commodore Brenner were 
waiting for the last of the evacuees to beas down. 

"Well, Captain,” said Brenner, “it was an eventful trip.° 

"We do our best, Commodore," smiled Kirk. "I hope you are now aware that the Enterprise is run by een and 
because of that, everything is not perfect a hundred percent of the tiae." 
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"I am wall aware of that, Captain," said Brannar, stepping onto the transporter platfora, “but remeabar that 
efficiency...° 

He never got to finish his statement for at that point there was a loud sneeze and the Comaodore vanished in 
the sparkling of tha transporter. Scotty stared, transfixed, at the eapty platforms. Spock’s expression did not 
change. Kirk looked from one to the other, then sailed annd shrugged slightly. 

‘This seaas to be where we stepped in. Come on, Spock, we still have a sisunderstanding to clear up. Oh, 
Scotty..." taking a long look at his engineer °...please do something about that cold!" 


DISCOVERY 


*T hate debriefings!*® 

Spock’s eyebrows rose slightly at his Captain’s outburst, but as he had no feelings one way or the other on the 
subject he sada no cosment. 

"It wouldn’t be so bad if they didn’t ask the same idiotic questions over and over again. You’d think they 
believed we were making the whole thing up!" 

"It would be difficult to ‘ake up’ Balok and the First Federation, Captain." 

Kirk glanced at his First Officer, unable to tell if he was being serious or if dry Vulcan wit was taking over, 
Then he grinned, the aesory of the diainutive commander who had caused soee of the aost tension-filled aosants he 
had ever experienced filling his mind. "Yes, I could see where somaona not in our position would have trouble 
believing us." 

He looked around, suddenly realizing that they had free time on their hands. The Enterprise needed sone 
attention to her engines, which had been damaged when they aade their desperate attempt to pull away from the seall 
ship that was towing thea to a First Federation planet. They had been able to repair the warp drive to some axtant, 
enough to get back to Starbase 12 for repairs, and to file reports on the first contact with a new race, 

"I wonder how he’s doing." 

"He, Captain?" 

"Bailey. I’ve never seen anyone look so comical or so shame-facad when he finally had a look at the ’unknown.’® 

"Nr. Bailey is a most able officer. 1 am sure he will do honor to Starfleet.’ 

"I wonder if McCoy would agree with you. He was against Bailey going.’ 

Again Spock did not answar. He found he rarely agresd with McCoy, so unless Kirk asked hie specifically for 
his opinion it prevented unnecessary arguaents if he kapt his thoughts to hiaself, 

However, Kirk was intant on finding a placa to eat and didn’t seem to notice Spock’s silence. As they walked 
along, Spock was aware of sideways glances at the odd pair. Rarely in Starfleet service did the various races eix, 
and it was aost unusual to see a Vulcan and a Human together. Kirk was totally oblivious to tha scrutiny. Spock 
envied hia his security, his confidence in himself and his place in his chosen profession. 

There were few places that Spock felt secure - the Enterprise was one of thea, and it was becoming ore so 
under Kirk’s command. When he had served under Christopher Pike he was very auch an outsider - efficient, loyal and 
alone. 

He had rarely gona on Shore leave during those years. He’d nowhere to go} he did not fit into any of the 
groups that were the nucleus of al] shore parties. He had occasionally gone with Captain Pike, but even with hia he 
had felt uncoafortable. Eventually he declined Pike’s invitations, preferring to spand his free time alone in his 
quarters. 

As they walked along Spock thought of the first tina he had accompanied Kirk} it had happened long after Kirk 
took over comeand of the Enterprise. When Kirk had first arrived, he and Bary Mitchell had bean practically 
inseparable. As Kirk grew into his command, his relationship with Mitchell had changed, although thay had reeained 
fire friends. After Gary’s death, Spock had noticed that Kirk never again went on what he hieself described as a 
"bender®, In quiet moments he would often seek out his First Officer for a quiet talk or a gage of chess. However, 
their shore leaves were never taken together, Although Kirk would occasionally ask, Spock reeained in his 
preferred seclusion while his Captain found his own entertainaent elsewhere. 

Then Leonard McCoy was assigned to the Enterprise. Ha and Kirk had known each other for a nuaber of years, 
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and Spock watched from a distance, a little jealous of the easy familiarity which passed batwaan the two friends. 
From tha tine McCoy came aboard, he and Kirk spent their shore leaves together, tha Captain no longer asking Spock 
if he wanted to coee along. Spock had felt that familiar pang of loneliness even though he knew that if Kirk had 
asked hia ha probably would have daclinad, From what ha had glaaned of his Captain’s praterancas on shore leave, 
he knew they could naver share the sane interests. 

McCoy was away on a teaporary teaching assignsent the first tise Spock went on shore leave with Kirk. They had 
just finished a very stranuous sission and everyone was tired and on edge. Kirk hadn’t wanted to go by hiaself so 
he had invited Spock along. Again tha Vulcan had almost daclinad, but then decided that Kirk needed tha company, so 
he went along. 

It had been a mistake from the start. Spock had grown up as the different one, and was accustomed to the 
abusa, both physical and verbal, that went with it. Whan he ran into bigotry it hurt, but he was able to shut off 
his emotions and could usually successfully ignore his attackers. 

Kirk had never run into that sort of treateent. They had beamed down to Starney, an opan port city. There 
were many Federation aeabers of all races prasant, but they stayed mainly in their own groups in their own sections 
of the city. Bafora this when they had stayed for any length of time off the ship, Kirk and Spock had always bean 
at a Starfleet Canter. But Starney was a rustic place, and Kirk had decided ha wanted to stay in the city. They 
got rooas at a local hotel, then went out to eat. They found a pleasant-looking restaurant and want in. 

“We'd like a table near the stage," said Kirk, aiaing his sost chareing seile at the hostess. Spock saw the 
woman glance at hia. 

"Captain, I think wa’d batter...’ 

Before he had a chance to say anything sore, a large aan cama over, glancing at the table nuaber the hostess 
had aasigned. 

*I’a afraid wa only have one table left at the back,® he said in a rather offhand way. 

Kirk looked suprisad. “Doesn’t look all that crowded to oa...° 

"Naverthalass, sir, that’s all we have available, unless your friend would lika to go elsewhere.’ 

Kirk stood stunned as the eeaning of the man’s words sank in. "You saan there isn’t a table open toa 
Vulcan...” His voice had taken on a deathly quiet tone, as it always did when he was hanging onto his temper by a 
thin thread. 

"Captain, please..." 

Kirk looked into tha anguished eyes of his friend, then turned back to the man. “We'll find another restau- 
rant." He turned on his heal and left. 

It had taken hie a long tise to cool down, He couldn’t believe that such prejudice still existed. Spock had stayad 
silent until they returned to the hotel and the seclusion of their rooes, then Kirk had taken the bull by the horns. 

"Spock, £ can’t believe you just accept treataent like that' I would have beaten that aan to a pulp!’ 

“And what would that have accomplished, Jia?" Spock turned away and looked out tha window. ‘You’ve never been 
different; you have never experienced all that goes with it...’ 

Spock was surprised at the depth of Kirk’s distress at his words. He had not known that someone else could be 
50 upset about somathing that he had to accept as a price of existence. 

After that Spock suspected that Kirk had assigned hiaself as a buffer for his First Officer. He broke in sore 
quickly to stop the needling batwaan Spock and McCoy} he made an effort to see that Spock was with hie at all Star- 
fleet functions, no aatter how iaportant or trivial. And gradually that offer of protection had started to fora a 
friendship, tenuous and not yet somathing that Spock could define; but it gave hie a feeling of security he had 
never felt before. 

"You all right, Mr. Spock?" Concarnad hazel eyes ware looking at hie as Spock brought his mind back from the 
distance it had bean. . 

"Yas, sir, I’m fine." 

Kirk didn’t look vary reassured, but didn’t pursue the subject. Spock followad hie into the restaurant. The 
geal passed in silence, Kirk not breaking into his First Officer’s thoughts. Spock avidently had somathing on his 
aind and Kirk would respect his privacy. He was baginning to understand that the Vulcan had aoods sisilar to Hueans. 
Kirk wondered if Spock was aware of how expressive ha allowad hiesalf to ba - ha had his face well schooled, but the 
eyes alaost always betrayed hie. At the somant Spock was brooding about soaething. If he wanted to talk about it, 
he would. Kirk had long since discoverad that the aost difficult thing in the universe was gatting Spock to talk 
unless he wanted to. 

Kirk stirred his coffee, his eyes roving over the othar people in tha restaurant. Whan he turned his attantion 
back to his friand he found gantle brown eyas looking at hia with aausamant. 
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"She aust be quite attractive." 

Kirk flushed. It was only recently that Spock had started to return Kirk’s gentle teasing, It amused Kirk to 
see his normally reticent First Officer let his own peculiar dry wit surface. 

"As a matter of fact, she is." He took a sip of his coffee and grimaced. “Must have been brewing since yester- 
day. It’s even stronger than that stuff on the Enterprise." He put in some creas, then leaned back. "We get our 
new navigator tomorrow. Hopefully we’ll be ready to warp out by tomorrow night at the latest." 

Spock nodded, fingering the tall, slender glass that held his eacho juice. "It will be good tobe back on 
patrol..." 

Kirk watched hia as he stared into the depths of his glass. "You still don’t like to come ashore, do you, 
Spock?" he said gently. The Vulcan’s eyes did not ove from the glass. Kirk felt a little lost. “lt hasn’t been 
so bad recently, has it? 1! mean, no one has been openly rude..." 

He broke off as Spock looked up at him. Their eyes held for a long soment, then Spock looked down again. His 
silence told Kirk there was still euch that he missed - things that were aiaed like a barbed shaft at the Vulcan. 
He wa Silent breath, a little angry that he could do nothing to change other people’s attitudes. 


The information contained in the dossier was iapressive; there was no doubt that the new navigator of the 
Enterprise was highly qualified. As the buzzer sounded at the door, Kirk closed the folder and put it on the 
shelf behind hia. 

"Come. * 

Kirk sat silently, looking at the aan standing at formal attention in front of hia. He had never really been a 
stickler for ailitary procedure - he treated his crew with respect and received similar treatment, each crewaeaber 
realizing the worth of the other. 

"Lieutenant Stiles reporting, Captain." 

The voice was brisk, almost abrupt, and Kirk noticed that Stiles did not look at hia but kept his eyes fixed on 
some point above Kirk’s head. A small smile touched Kirk’s lips as he fought back sudden asusement. He hadn’t 
seen such a reaction to his authority since he had last had a cadet fresh from the Acadeay. That certainly didn’t 
apply to Andrew Stiles. This aan had seen plenty of duty tise since his Academy days. 

"At ease, Lieutenant; sit down." 

They sat, silently appraising each other. Kirk’s first impression of Stiles was negative and he didn’t like 
it. He had learned to trust his instincts and was getting bad vibrations from the aan sitting across the desk froa 
hie. 

"Well, Lieutenant, welcome aboard the Enterprise.* 

"Thank you, sir} 1’ pleased to be assigned here." 

"Your qualifications as a navigator are iapressive, Lieutenant..." Kirk’s fingers druamed lightly on the top 
of the desk; then his clear, searching eyes held Stiles’. "You’ve stayed a navigator for an unusually long tise - 
way | ask why?" 

Stiles found he could not aeet the piercing gaze of his new commanding officer. There were any reasons he had 
refused promotion, aost of which he would rather keep to hiaself. 

"I’ve served in eany areas, Captain. I like navigation; [ enjoy working on the bridge. Aegan can learn a 
great deal from his superior officers; I’a in no hurry to leave that post..." 

Kirk nodded thoughtfully as Stiles spoke. His words were cosplimentary, but there was a note of insincerity 
about thea. What was it about this man that bothered hia? 

"All right, Mr. Stiles, I think that’s all for now. Drop by Sickbay and see Dr. McCoy. He’l] be waiting for 
your physical," 

"Yes, sir.” Stiles stood up, then hesitated. ‘Captain, is Bary Mitchell still on board?" 

A brief look of pain shone in Kirk’s eyes, so brief as to go alaost unnoticed. "Commander Mitchell died in the 
line of duty some aonths ago, Lieutenant. Why do you ask?" 

Confusion showed strong on Stiles’ face. "Oh, I’m sorry, sir. I knew Gary at the Academy. He was a senior 
when I first started. We became friends after | was assigned to plebe for him during initiation. He talked a lot 
about you, sir. I guess he sort of idolized you. He said he would end up serving with you, and I heard several 
years later that he was assigned to your ship. May I ask how he died?" 

Kirk’s eyes did not meet his. "A rockfall on Delta Vega..." He stood up abruptly. "I think you had better 
get to Sickbay. 1’1] see you on the bridge later." 

"Yes, sir." Stiles was surprised at the pain on Kirk’s face when he finally looked up. “Ill go to Sickbay 
right away." 
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McCoy’s physical was quick and efficient. Stiles was beginning to like this assignment more than he thought he 
would. He had always been a stickler for efficiency, and everything he had seen on the Eoterprise so far smacked 
of it. 

"All right, Lieutenant, I think that’s everything. You’ve got a couple of free hours to unpack and look 
around. ° 

Stiles swung off the bed. He pulled on his shirt, then watched McCoy as he finished feeding the data into the 
coaputer, 

"Doctor, may I ask you a question?" 

“Sure, go ahead. ° 

"A friend of mine, Sary Mitchell, used to be assigned here. Do you know how he died?® 

Blue eyes clouded slightly as they looked at Stiles. "Wo, I don’t know the details. He was killed before | 
Was assigned to the Enterprise. Why?" 

"Oh, no real reason. I was just wondering.’ 

“The Captain could probably tell you..." 

“Wo, it’s not that iaportant.° 

They ware interrupted by Spock’s arrival. Stiles froze eomentarily as their gazes met. McCoy noted with 
interest the iamediate dislike on Stiles’ face, and knew fromthe blandness of Spock’s that the Vulcan felt it 
acutely. 

"Well, Spock,” he said, trying to break the ice, “what can I do for you?" 

"I should like to have a word with you privately, Doctor." 

McCoy’s eyebrows rose slightly but he eade no comment on Spock’s unusual request. ‘“Coem into ay office." 

"I'll take ay leave, Dr. McCoy," said Stiles. He nodded formally to Spock and walked out. Spock’s dark eyes 
followed hia. 

"You have a problee, Spock?" 

"It is not I who have a problea, Doctor, it’s the Captain. He has just asked ae to taka his shift." 

McCoy frowned. It was very unusual for Kirk to transfer his duty tiae, °J think I’d better go see hia.’ 

Spock nodded. ‘I shall be on the bridge if you should need ae." 


Stiles came on duty along with Sulu, who introduced hia to the rest of the bridge crew. He found he liked his 
co-workers; they were all friendly and obviously accepted hie. He settled back at the navigation console and saugly 
congratulated hiaself on his new assigneent. 

"Sulu, what about the commanding officers?" 

"Well, you’ve eet Captain Kirk. There’s not a better coemander in the Fleet - the things he can teach you! | 
don’t know if I’d like to have a different Captain ever. He’s one in aaillion. Scotty is Chief Enginaer; he’s 
really level-hmaded, knows his stuff outside the engine room as well. Spock is...’ 

"Spock! You ean the Vulcan?® 

Sulu looked a little surprised at Stiles’ outburst. “Uh-huh, he’s the First Officer and Science Officer. He’s 
apt to stay apart from the crew during off-duty hours, but he’s efficient and good in acrisis. Captain Kirk values 
his opinion..." His voice died away. Stiles didn’t seem to be listening. He looked at hia for a couple of seconds, 
then shrugged and turned his attention to the hele. 

Stiles’ stomach had twisted into a familiar knot. How often had he bmen forced from his position because of 
aliens? He thought he had finally made it to a ship where he would be free of alien tampering, alien presence. Now 
the second-in-com@and was a Vulcan. He would have to work closely with hia. He knew he wouldn’t be able to do it. 
He hadn’t been able to do it before; he had always had to transfer to get away froma situation he could not 
tolerate. He squared his shoulders. He wouldn’t let it happen again - if anyone left, it would be the Vulcan. 


He didn’t know how long he had been sitting there, staring at his hands, his thoughts far away at another tise 
and place. The buzzer rang several times before he noticed. He took a omant to bury past memories, then hit the 
lock release. The door opened to reveal McCoy, just reaching out his hand to hit the buzzer again. A small saile 
touched his face as he watched McCoy walk in. It seeaed that whenever he had a problem Bones would arrive on the 
scene. 

McCoy put a bottle of Saurian brandy on the desk in front of Kirk, then rumeaged around until he found a couple 
of glasses. He filled them both, then pushed one toward Kirk. 

"Here, drink it." He looked at Kirk’s slightly rebellious expression. “Medical order," he added quietly. 
Kirk picked up the brandy and swallowed it in one gulp, making a slight face as the liquor hit his eepty stomach, 
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McCoy waited a eoeent, then reached out and refilled his glass. Kirk watched hie, then Qlenced at the Doctor’s 
still-full one. 

"You not drinking?° 

McCoy smiled. “Sure I’e drinking. You’re going to be talking and I’e going to be listening. That aeans l’e 
going to be ahead of you in no tiee, so I’e giving you a chance to catch up before I get started." He settled back, 
picking up his glass. “All right, Jie, what’s bothering you?" 

“who says soeething’s bothering ee?° 

"Ido." He took a swallow of brandy. “Come on, you’]] feel better if you talk about it." 

Kirk got up and started pacing. McCoy didn’t shift froe his coefortable slouch} he raeained silent and kept 
his gaze on thae restless figure in gold. Finally Kirk turned to look at hia “There’s really nothing you can do, 
Bones. It’s just something that happened that 1 find hard to live with...” 

“Bary Mitchell’s death?" 

Kirk froze for aoeent, then wearily nodded and sat down, picking up his glass. He took a swallow, then 
looked at McCoy, puzzleeent strong in his eyes. ‘How did you know?® 

"I didn’t} it was just a guess. Lieutenant Stiles asked ee about hie. I suggested he ask you. I gather he 
did." 

"Yes, he did. Daan it, Bones, why can’t I forget what happened, the horror of facing a friend you know you 
have to destroy? At tiees I wish I could be like Spock ~ you get hurt a lot less if you don’t allow yourself to 
feel." He drained his glass, then looked at McCoy and seiled. ‘I don’t know what it is about you, but whenever | 
need a Shouldear to cry on, you’re there. [’@ beginning to think you’re a aindreader or something.’° 

KcCoy’s expression darkened a little. "I’e no eindreader, Jie, and I’e not the one who notices when you’re 
down. Spock caee to Sickbay because he was concerned about you, and this wasn’t the first tiee. He’s done it ona 
nueber of occasions..." 

"Spock was worried about ae?° 

McCoy nodded. ‘“He’s never said so in words, but he seems able to read you like a booke I soeehow doubt that a 
being with no eeotions would be able to do that. It’s kind of funny, though...” 

“What’s funny?® 

"I often get the feeling when I’e around Spock that the entire crew could disappear togorrow and he would 
accept it as a eatter of fact, probably would only be concerned with the loss of valuable manpower. Occasionally | 
think he would be delighted if I was the first to go..." He looked at Kirk. “But not you, Jie. I’ve watched Spock 
when you’re around; your presence brings something out in hie, soeething that’s eissing at other tiees. I don’t 
know exactly what it is ~ but he values you as eore than just a coeeanding officer. I first noticed it when you 
were down on Tantalus V, when we couldn’t contact you and Van Gelder was so desperate about your safety. Spock was 
frantic, and it wasn’t just because his Captain was in danger; it was more than that.’ 

*",..the fear of being alone," said Kirk quietly, seeeing to forget McCoy’s presence. ‘How alike we are in 
that...it seees so unlikely that we..." He glanced up to see McCoy’s eyes fixed on hie. “I’e sorry, Bones, I’ 
babbling again.” He put the eepty glass on the desk and got up. ‘Thanks...for everything." 

McCoy nodded. ‘“Anytiee, Captain." 

The bridge was hueeing efficiently when he got there. By some instinct, Spock was getting out of the coeeand 
chair as the turbolift doors opened. Kirk smiled at the unspoken respect for his authority. As he stepped down, he 
felt an unusual air of tension - soeething he had never experienced on the Enterprise except at tiees of crisis. 

The Vulcan’s report was concise and factual, bringing Kirk up to date with no unnecessary details. Kirk looked 
around the bridges eost of the crew had their eyes glued to their consoles. That aeount of total concentration was 
also unusual. 

He eoved to the coeeand chair which Spock had vacated just as a yeoean walked over with the fuel consusption 
report. As it passed from her hands to his, it fell to the floor. Flustered, she stooped to pick it up, only to 
proaptly drop it again. 

"It’s all right," said Kirk in a quiet voice. "I'll get it." 

He picked it up, glanced at the figures, then signed it and handed it back. He suppressed a grin as she 
dropped it yet again. ‘“Yeoean, I think it would be a good idea if you had a short break.* 

The yeoean was alaost as red as her unifore. ‘Yes, Captain, thank you, sir." 

He checked the course with Stiles, who answered in crisp eilitary teres. Kirk eentally shook his head. Stiles 
was going to have to learn to relax or he was going to stick out like a sore thueb. 

Looking around, he saw Spock quickly look away. For the brief eoeent that their eyes eet, Kirk could have 
sworn that there was soeething close to fear flickering in the usually tranquil brown eyes. But fear of what? He 
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decided he would find out after duty shift - if Spock would let hia. 

Sighing to hiaself, he walked over to Spock. “Do you have the reprogramming ready for the hele control?" 

"Affirmative, Captain.® 

Kirk turned around. ‘Mr. Sulu, Lieutenant Stiles..." The two left their console to their backup and case 
over to where Kirk and Spock were standing. "Mr. Stiles,” continued Kirk, ‘your predecessor, along with Mr. Spock 
and Mr. Sulu, had worked out new prograsming for the computer which will allow quicker computer analysis of any 
changes on your console. It will also automatically relay any transmission which might contact the navigation beae 
directly to the comaunications section. Mr. Stiles, you will be working closely with Mr. Spock." He clapped a hand 
on Stiles’ shoulder. “You said you could learn a great deal from your superior officers ~ you’l] never have a 
better or a gore exacting teacher. ° 

Walking back to the command chair, he eissed the hostile look Stiles made no effort to disquise as he stared at 
Spock. For a few moments Spock returned the gaze, then dropped his eyes and turned to the computer. 

*Sentlemen, if you will note..." 

Spock’s voice droned quietly on, the only sound in the comparative silence of the bridge. Kirk worked steadily 
on some reports hehad hitherto tried to forget about. Finally he finished, and, glancing at the chronometer, 
discovered it was alaost the end of the watch, Then he was caught by a low, angry voice. He looked over at the 
computer station to see Spock standing silently as Stiles ragad in so quiet a tone that Kirk couldn’t eake out what 
he was saying. Sulu looked as though he wished he were anywhere but where he was. 

"Trouble, gentleaen?" 

All three of them juaped. Kirk’s approach had been very quiet. Instantly Stiles fell silent. Sulu took a 
deep breath as if to say something, but decided against it. Spock avoided looking at Kirk. 

"No, Captain, a sinor disagreement as to procedure, nothing that can’t be worked out." 

"Sood, perhaps it would be best if we all called it a day. The next shift is already here..." 

Sulu and Stiles started to ove away. "Mr. Stiles." Kirk’s voice remained quiet, but the authority was 
underlined. ‘I would like you to report to ay quarters after dinner." 

Stiles looked at the unyielding hazel eyes, eyes uniapressed by the anger which still infused the navigator’s 
face. For a brief moment he wondered what it was that Sary Mitchell had found so appealing. 

"Yes, sir. 

Kirk and Spock were the last ones to leave the bridge. The doors of the turbolift slid shut before either of 
thea spoke. 

"Mind telling ae what that was all about?" 

Spock looked at the lever in his hand as though he had never seen it before. Finally he looked at the wall 
ahead of hia. “It was nothing isportant, Captain." 

"Spock..." 

"Captain, please." 

Their eyes met, concern meeting - what? Kirk had never seen Spock look like that before. 

"All right, Spock, if it’s a problem, 1’1] leave it to you to figure out.’ 

The turbolift stopped and they got out. The corridors were alaost eapty, most of the crew having already 
headed for dinner. 

"Come to ay quarters, Spock. I need to wash up." Spock’s slight nod followed his statement. Kirk sailed to 
hiaself, More and sore often he and Spock seemed to be able to comaunicate when neither of thee actually said any-~- 
thing. It sometines surprised hia how often Spock knew what he was thinking, but when he had asked hia about it, 
Spock’s only comment was to say that Kirk’s face was a airror of his emotions. That had stopped Kirk cold - he had 
always thought he could not be-read, that his command image would hold true. And he was right} Spock hiaself wasn’t 
all that sure why he so often knew what was on Kirk’s sind, He had never been close to anyone before, and he was 
uneasy with the direction things were taking with Kirk. 

Kirk emerged from the bedroos, hair tousled as he pulled on a clean unifora shirt. He tugged it down and ran 
his hand over his hair, pushing it back into place. His candid eyes set Spock’s. 

"McCoy case to see ae earlier.’ 

There was no change of expression on Spock’s face. ‘I trust you are not unwell, Captain.' 

"He said you suggested it.’ 

Spock’s eyes dropped. 

"He also said it wasn’t the first tie,” 

Spock drew a deep breath. "Captain, I ama Vulcan. I do not understand the needs of a Human..." He looked 
up at Kirk. “However, I am not unobservant. There are tiaes when ] have seen you were troubled. As a Vulcan there 


40 


is nothing I can offer you, but Dr. McCoy is a Human, perhaps overly emotional, but ona of your own race who can 
offer you something I am not capable of.° 

“What is a Vulcan capable of, Spock?" 

Their eyes met, a glint of puzzlement showing in Kirk’s and, for a brief moment, a flicker of vulnerability in 
Spock’s, Then the Vulcan rose to his feet. 

“Logic, Captain. It is what we have built our lives on. If we abandon logic, we abandon our heritage.° 

A momentary look of disappointment flashed across Kirk’s face, to be replaced by the familiar gentle saile. 

"Did I say something wrong, sir?° 

"No, Spock, it’s nothing. Let’s go get something to eat before they lock us out." 

They walked down the corridor in companionable silence, but the nagging phrase wouldn’t leave Kirk’s mind, the 
one he had hoped Spock would say - that he cared. * 


Stiles reported promptly after dinner, This time Kirk left hia standing rigidly at attention, making no effort 
to ease the tansion. 

"IT will warn you just once, Mr. Stiles. Lieutenant Commander Spock is your superior officer. He also happens 
to be, in ay opinion and the opinion of those who have had a chance to serve with hia, the best First Officer in the 
Fleet. He is also the aost highly-qualified Science Officer serving in Starfleet. I don’t know what’s going on 
between the two of you, but I want it to stop right now. This ship runs on autual respect and cooperation. If 
there are any differences, they are worked out in a reasonable fashion - there are no angry tirades on the bridge. 
I will not tolerate it. Morale is an iaportant factor in the smooth operation of a starship. I will not allow you 
to destroy it.” 

Stiles shrank inwardly from the cold look on Kirk’s face and the gris warning of his words. This was the 
commanding officer that few people ever saw, ever had any reason to see. Suddenly, even though he was under fire, 
Stiles began to understand what it was that so attracted Gary Mitchell to Kirk. Suddenly it became iaportant to hie 
to stay on the Enterprise. He looked at Kirk for the first tine. 

"I apologize, sir} it will not happen again.’ : 

Kirk’s expression did not relent. His instinctive dislike of this aan refused to go away. But he had given 
his warnings now it was up to Stiles. 
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Stiles appeared to heed the warning, and things seeaed to iaprove. There was no repeat of the tension on the 
bridge, The only clue Kirk had that anything was wrong was Spock’s continued silence, his refusal to talk about 
Stiles, and his unusual quietness in briefing sessions when Stiles was present. Kirk did not comment on it; he had 
asked once and Spock had not wanted to talk about it. Warning Stiles was the only help Kirk could give hia. 

Kirk waS in a especially light-hearted mood one evening. They were due to establish orbit around Naynark IV 
someting that night. Kirk had always been fond of the small, picturesque planet with its weird alien fOiiage and 
aniaal life. The planet was sparsely inhabited, and had a “hands-off,” no-contact status. But it was rich in 
strobolin, the only drug which combatted choriocytosis in Vulcans. It was one of the few planets outside of the 
Beta Canopus region where it had been discovered. Since Maynark IV was located in the Enterprise’s area of 
patrol, she was occasionally ordered to stop and gather a supply of the highly-perishable drug. 

As always when Kirk played chess in this aood, Spock was struggling. In the many gages he had played with Kirk 
he had discovered that the Hugan had no discernible pattern to his gase- from what he had observed, Spock had 
decided that Kirk just shoved pieces around at randoa; yet he still won, which completely baffled the Vulcan. 
Tonight Kirk was being totally reckless. Spock played one of his aost brilliant gases and the result was a fierce 
battle. Kirk kept blocking Spock’s carefully-drawn plan by one impossible sove after another. His triuaphant saile 
was pet by Spock’s wan acknowledgement of defeat. 

"Sure you don’t want ae to teach you the ’Huean’ approach to chess, Mr. Spock?" 

"I don’t believe you have an approach, Captain.° 

Kirk chuckled, then noticed Stiles watching thea. “Do you play chess, Sr. Stiles?" 

The navigator case over eagerly. “Yes, Captain, I do enjoy the gage." 

"Good. I think Mr. Spock’s ego needs a boost. I’I] leave hia to you." With a s@ile he got up and left, 
leaving Stiles and Spock standing awkwardly together. Spock knew Stiles had expected to play with Kirk, 

"lf you have other things todo, Lieutenant, we could postpone our match..." Kirk had left hia to play with 
Stiles; he would not be the one to refuse to do so, 

"I think that would be best, Mr. Spock." Stiles nodded and walked out, grateful that Spock had neatly 
sidestepped what could have only become another confrontation, yet daaning Kirk for putting hia in that situation. 


4\ 


Yeoman Rand was waiting for Kirk when he got to his quarters, He was surprieed} she rarely saw hia after duty 
hours. 

"I’e sorry to bother you, Captain..." She hesitated, looking a little embarrassed. 

"That’s all right, Yeoean, what can I do for you?" 

"It’s about Robert Toelinson and Angela Martine. ° 

For a eoment Kirk looked puzzled, then his face cleared as he reeeebered who they were. “Have they decided to 
tie the knot?" 

"Yes, sir. They would like to get earried on Stardate 1789, if you would be available." 

“Four days froe now. Well, I don’t see why not; it leaves thee enough tiae if they want to back out. All 
right, Yeoman, tell thee they have ay blessings and to go ahead with their plans.° 

"Thank you, Captain." 

Kirk smiled to hiaself as the door slid shut behind her. He was all sorts of things to his crew: leader, 
father, confeseor, problea-solver, Quite a responsibility, but one he thoroughly enjoyed aost of the tiee, 

The next eorning he beamed down with McCoy, Spock, Stiles and Uhura, along with two technicians who were 
assigned to help McCoy gather the strobolin. Stiles was assigned because Kirk wanted to evaluate the lieutenant’s 
performance on landing party detail, and Uhura because Kirk knew how euch she loved this particular planet for the 
sane reasons he did. 

Except for Kirk and Uhura, the landing party quickly fet] to their work; the two of them went on a sightseeing 
tour, fascinated by the eany alien foreations that dotted the landscape. 

"It’s incredibly beautiful, Captain.® 

"It is, isn’t it? All the crystalline rock foreations, so eany different colors. Look at those -in the 
distance - quite a contrast to the green of the sky..." . 

Uhura nodded, fascinated by the spiral towers of rock reaching high into the sky. They walked along slowly, 
studying each new find with interest. Then, without thinking, Uhura reached out to touch a particularly beautiful 
ice-blue crystal set on the side of a seooth formation. 

“Lieutenant, look out!* 

Kirk eoved with lightning speed. He had seen the crystal eove siightly as Uhura’s hand reached out, and 
realized it wasn’t a rock crystal at all, but a Sandbat, the eost deadly fora of life found on Maynark IV, The 
strength of his push threw Uhura on her face, but he was unable to protect hieself - the sandbat attacked hia. She 
watched in horror as Kirk stuebled backwards, trying to reach his phaser. 

*Set Spock!* 

She stuabled to her feet and fled back the way they had coe. Diely she was aware of phaser fire - Kirk aust 
have been successful in getting his phaser free. 

Spock and Stiles were busy collecting the strobolin and didn’t see Uhura until] she was upon thea, 

"Spock, hurry...the Captain...sandbat...!* 

"Set McCoy, quickly." 

Spock ran in the direction Uhura had pointed. Stiles hesitated for a aoment, then ran after hie. Uhura headed 
for the distant figure of McCoy. 

Spock found Kirk staggering down the trail; twice he collapsed before Spock reached hie. 

"Jia!" He grabbed Kirk before he could fall again. 

Kirk shook his head. ‘“Can’t see, can’t think...° 

Spock shook hia hard. ‘Captain, look at me!" He felt Kirk start to go liep. He hit hia hard across the face. 
"Jie, think about the pain!" There was no reaction. Spock hit hia harder, a second tiee. 

Suddenly he was grabbed from benind. Startled, he let go of Kirk, who fell to his knees, Stiles pulled Spock 
around and hit hia with every ounce of strength he possessed. Spock was stunned, although he did not fall. Srialy, 
Stiles hit hia again, ignoring a fiery pain in his hand. 

“what the blazes are you doing?" McCoy’s angry voice stopped Stiles from throwing the punch he knew would drop 
Spock in his tracks. He turned to see McCoy roughly hauling Kirk to his feet. "Stiles, take hold of hia, hit hia, 
shove hie, keep hie conscious any way you can'* He grabbed his coemunicator, ‘Daan it, @an, do what you’re told!" 
He flipped open his coeaunicator as Stiles took hold of Kirk and lightly slapped hie. He was abruptly shoved aside 
by Spock, who had regained control and started slapping and shaking Kirk, 

"McCoy to Enterprise ~ landing party to beaa up, eedical eeergency. Have M’Benga get the antidote for sand- 
bat poison.” 

Within seconds they were in the transporter room. M’Benga appeared alaost iemediately, and the antidote was 
adainistereds gradually the serum spread through Kirk’s system. Finally McCoy was satisfied, and Spock gantly Jaid 


42 


Kirk's unconscious body on the waiting stretcher. 

"He'll be all right now,” said McCoy, his hand still on Kirk’s pulse. “I’1] keep hia in Sickbay until tomorrow, 
just to be on the safe side.’ 

Spock nodded. "In that case, | suggest we return to duty.” He left with a badly-shaken Uhura, but McCoy knew 
Spock would atteapt to convince har that she was not responsible for the sandbat’s attack, 

“Lieutenant Stiles." 

The gan stopped at the door and turned to face McCoy. 

"Your behavior down there demands an explanation. You interfered badly, and you aight have caused the Captain 
to lose his life. The venom of the Maynark sandbat strikes the nervous system - only by keeping the patient 
conscious and eoving do you have any hope of being able to treat hie. Spock was behaving as the situation called 
for, What were you atteapting to do down there?® 

Stiles flushed. "I thought he was attacking the Captain,” he auttered. ‘Attacking the...! Lieutenant, | 
would suggest you observe the relationship between the officers on this ship, and then ponder the absurdity of the 
statement you have just @ade. Attack the Captain, indeed!" He snorted as he started to push the stretcher, M’Benga 
quickly falling in by his side to help. They left Stiles feling angry and embarrassed, standing by hiaself in the 
transporter roo@ and hating Spock even gore for the trouble he found hiaself in. 


A gruabling McCoy released an equally rebellious Kirk the next eorning. He aet Uhura as he eade his way back 
to his quarters. He knew she was waiting for hie. They talked for a short time; then she returned to the bridge 
and he continued on his way. Before he reached his quarters he ran into Spock. 

"The corridors seea crowded this aorning,” he teased, causing Spock’s eyebrow to rise indignantly. 

"I assure you, Captain, I was not lying in wait. There is a priority message coeing in for you - urgent and 
scrambled. 

Kirk sobered imediately. ‘“Let’s go find out what they want." 

The gessage was completed, the new orders received. Kirk and Spock sat in silence, the enoraity of the aessage 
gradually sinking in. Kirk reached for the intercom and gave Stiles the course change, then leaned back and looked 
at Spock. 

"Not very encouraging, is it?® 

Spock shook his head. "A very dangerous situation, Captain. Every decision you make could have a lasting 
iapact on Federation security. * 

"You mean I could be the trigger that starts the war..." 

Spock’s silence held his answer, and his eyes said he would follow Kirk in any decision he made. Kirk sailed 
at the unspoken show of support. 

“Well, it'll take three days to get there. Orders say to keep this to ourselves until we actually run into the 
Romulans.” He got up, Spock rising with hia. Kirk looked at hia. ‘This is getting a little repetitious, Spock, 
but McCoy told ae what you did back on Maynark IV ~ thanks.” 

"None necessary, Captain. I happened to be the first to get to you." 

‘He also told me about Stiles’ actions.’ 

Spock’s gaze dropped. ‘He did not understand what I was doing," he Said lamely, 

"Are you sure, Spock?" 

Spock turned away. “We should be getting to the bridge." Kirk knew he had been warned away yet again. He 
sighed, knowing Spock would not face what appeared to be areal problem. Stiles was going to have to watch his step} 
one more slip and he was going on report. * 


The next few days passed quietly. There was auch speculation on why the Enterprise was warping so quickly 
toward the neutral zone, but Kirk did not explain in auch detail, only that there had been a change of orders which 
was taking thea there. 

McCoy met Kirk at breakfast, a wide grin splitting his face. ‘Well, Jia, I finally get to be the father of the 
bride.* Seeing Kirk’s raised eyebrows, he chuckled. “Surely you haven’t forgotten there’s a wedding today!" 

Kirk shook his head ruefully. “How could 1? Yeoman Rand has been ay shadow for the past four days, reminding 
ae about it." He ate a little of his meal, then shoved the tray away. McCoy looked at hie with concern. 

"You still don’t feel very well, do you?" 

"A little nauseated at times; it’s gradually wearing off, Besides, can’t have the marrying judge sick on the 
wedding day, can we? 1°11 see you later." He picked up his tray and left. McCoy watched hia, worry nagging at the 
back of his mind. Something was hanging heavily on Kirk’s mind, and it wasn’t only the after-effects of the 
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sandbat’s attack. 

Spock met Kirk on the bridge. “Something’s happening at the outposts, Captain. We are still too far away to 
aake proper contact, but long range sensor sweeps are Showing an unusual amount of high radiation." 

"Doesn’t sound very good. Keep aonitorings let ae know as soon as you discover anything." 

“Captain?” Yeosan Rand was standing nervously at his side. 

"Yes, I know, the wedding. Spock, I’11 be in the chapel.” 

"Acknowledged. * 

He wasn’t there very long. Red alert rang out before he had a chance to get very far with the ceresony. The 
tension was running high when he got back to the bridge and informed the crew of their orders and possible fate. 
They watched in horror as Outpost 4 was destroyed before their eyes. Kirk knew every decision from here on in was 
critical, and all hands would need to be working at peak efficiency. Spock tracked the alien ship, and he gave the 
order to shadow, only torun into resistance from Stiles. Kirk’s look of cold anger served to stop the arguaant 
before it started, but before he had a chance to turn around Stiles was again causing probleas. The trouble between 
hie and Spock was deeper than Kirk had thought. Uhura had intercepted a transaission from the alien ship and had 
transaitted it to cryptography. Stiles auttered something that Kirk couldn’t believe he had heard, 

"I didn’t quite get that, Mr. Stiles.° 

The navigator looked a little flustered. "Nothing, sir.° 

Kirk felt his anger rise. ‘Repeat it." His voice was very slow and quiet. 

Stiles’ anger was also on the rise. "I was suggesting that Mr. Spock could probably translate it for you, sir." 

“Tl assume you're complisenting Mr. Spock on his ability to decode.” Kirk knew that that had nothing to do with 
Stiles’ statement. Suddenly he understood with utmost clarity what was causing the trouble between his navigator 
and First Officer. 

"I’a not sure, sir.” 

Kirk lost his temper. He swung Stiles’ chair around to face hia. ‘Well, here’s ona thing you can be sure of, 
Mister! Leave any bigotry in your quarters, there’s no rooa for it on the bridge. Do! sake ayself clear?" 

The icy look in Kirk’s eyes tore through to Stiles’ soul. He had been warned} he would not be warned again. 

"You do, sir." 

Everyone’s attention was totally fixed on his panel. It was very rare that Kirk reprisanded a crewaeaber in 
front of his peers - if it was done it was done in private, and never went any further. And they knew he was 
furious. Whenever his voice reaained controlled and quiet was the time his anger was aost dangerous - everyone but 
Stiles knew it, and he was learning fast. 

And for the first tiae Kirk had expressed verbally in front of his crew his growing respect and friendship for 
his First Officer. They had watched it develop; now it was confiraed. As Kirk turned away fros Stiles in anger 
and disgust, his eyes set Spock’s. The wounded look was there as he knew it would be, but there was something else, 
too. The anger died from Kirk’s eyes and a Small saile took its place. Spock turned back to his scanners. There 
was nothing he could say} no one had ever cared before, cared enough to defend hia, cared enough to reach out his 
hand in an offer of friendship. 

The next few hours were tension-filled and draining, The Roaulans had broken the treaty} war was the next 
logical step} only the Enterprise stood between the Romulans and destruction; only Kirk could decide if they would 
live or die. Throughout that tise there was also the problea of Stiles’ continued rebellion. He was no longer 
disguising his hatred for Spock. He had obviously decided he had nothing left to lose - onthe bridge, in the 
briefing room, he attacked verbally everything that Spock did. Kirk protected Spock as best he could with all his 
other worrias. 

As usual, McCoy cage when he was needed most. He case to lend a shoulder, to listen to acy for help, help 
which no one could give but which somehow he did. Exhausted, Kirk returned to the bridge, still not knowing what he 
was going to do, still uncertain as to which step was right. However, a slip from Spock decided it for hia} almost 
ineediately Stiles was there with his hate. Then the Roaulans attacked, taking everyone’s attention away from the 
pettiness of life. Kirk was able to send Stiles to san the phasers, one Jess problem for the soeent. 

He sent Spock to check on battle readiness. He knew the fight was not over; only death would end this battle. 
The Rogulan ship became visible; their bait had been accepted; now they aust kill. For an eternity the phasers 
remained silent - then they fired, and it was over. The commander that Kirk had come to respect was defeated. The 
weight of command and responsibility case to the crushing point as Kirk watched the death of the Roaulan ship and 
her crew. 

Repair crews were already busy as he headed for Sickbay. He felt a surge of relief when he saw Spock standing 
beside McCoy, uninjured. Stiles’ report surprised hia} after the hell he had put Spock through, the Yulcan had 
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rescued Stiles with no thought to the risk of his: own life. But that was the logical Vulcan. He would shut off 
his esotions; he would not consider revenge. 

He barely listened to McCoy until certain words registered. ‘"Tomlinson...fiance is in the chapel..." Captain’s 
duty - he could marry thea and he had to bury thea and somehow make the ones who lived understand why some had to 
die. Being right didn’t sake things any easier. 

Yeoman Rand’s aessage was bittersweet thanks for a battle already fought. Angela Martine showed hia why he had 
the best crew in Starfleet. She had lost what some people never found, yet she held her grief privately in her own 
heart. There was little he could offer, but he knew that she understood why it had happened. 

He went back to his quarters, keeping exhaustion one step behind hia. There was one more thing ha had to do. 
He called Sickbay. 

"Bones, is Stiles up to a brief meeting?" 

"Yes, Captain. He should bein his quarters. I released hia just after you left. He didn’t suffer any ill 
effects from the exposure to the gas.° 

"Thank you, Doctor. Kirk out.’ 

McCoy sat looking at the intercom. Something was going on, and he was fairly sure it had to do with Stiles and 
Spock. He had seen trouble the first day Stiles had come aboard, that first ties in Sickbay when he had turned and 
seen Spock, The look on his face had told McCoy sore than words would ever need to. 

"This is Captain Kirk. Lieutenant Stiles, report to ay quarters imaadiately." 

He was sitting at his desk when the buzzer rang. When Stiles walked in he didn’t look at Kirk. 

“Sit down, Lieutenant.’ 

Stiles sat and looked at his hands. Kirk did nothing to relieve his eabarrassaent. 

"Lieutenant, 1’a relieving you of duty and putting your actions on report. You were insubordinata, you insulted 
a senior officer, disobeyed orders, and disrupted the smooth operation of the bridge crew during ared alert. | ae 
doing nothing to soften these charges. I highly doubt if this is the first occurrences as I correct?" 

Stiles nodded, stil] looking at his hands. 

"Mr. Spock reported none of your behavior nor did Dr. McCoy..." Stiles looked up in surprise. Kirk smiled 
grisly. "You dug your own grave, Lieutenant; the blage is none but your own. You’ll have to accept the consequences 
of your own actions." 

They sat facing each other, the truth of Kirk’s statement ringing loud in the silence. Finally Kirk spoke 
again. 

"You gay go now. That’s all I have to say.’ 

Stiles nodded again, then rose and started for the door. There was no pity on Kirk’s face as he watched hia go} 
this was not a cadet making a first mistake and they both knew what the consequences of Kirk’s report would sean to 
Stiles’ career. 

As he reached the door, Stiles stopped and turned, forcing himself to face the cold hazel eyes of his comsand- 
ing officer. "Captain..." He faltered for a moment. "I! aa not saying this in the hopes that you will relent on 
your position. Spock saved ay life today; he could easily have let me diej in fact, he risked his own life. He had 
no reason to save ae} J would have done nothing to save hia if the positions had beaen reversad...° He swallowed 
hard, then continued. "I respected Gary Mitchell - he worshipped you. Mr. Spock told aa how he really died. He 
told ae of the agony you went through because of it. You and Mr. Spock have shown ge how you appreciate each life 
as terribly isportant} I know that 1’a not able to put everyone else ahead of ae, and that’s something that is 
demanded on this ship..." Turning quickly, he left. 

Kirk sat looking at the closed door. A proud, angry man had been huabled, perhaps broken, and he felt nothing 
but emptiness. He could not dredge up any syapathy. The buzzer rang again. 

Probably McCoy, thought Kirk as he hit the automatic lock. It’s about the right tine for hiv to arrive on 
the scene and lend pe his shoulder, But it was Spock, not McCoy, who walked in. Kirk’s eyebrows rose a little. 

"I trust [ aa not interrupting something, Captain. * 

"No, 1’a just sitting here disliking aysel¢ slightly." 

"I have just been speaking with Lieutenant Stiles. He apologized for his earlier actions.’ 

"Ua.° 

They sat in silence for a few minutes, then Kirk looked at Spock. 

"Remeaber a few months ago, when I wanted to beat that headwaiter to a pulp?" 

Spock nodded. 

"You asked then what it would have accomplished. I’ve just done that, Spock, and you were right. It probably 
won’t have any lasting effect.* 
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"You did what was necessary, Jia, what reguiations reuired." 

"Regulations. They don’t take very auch into account. They don’t see the shades of gray which make up the 
black and white they are regulating.’ 

Spock looked at hia, trying to judge just how upset Kirk was with what had happened. "Jia, you’ve just gone 
through a real ordeal, you’ve averted an intergalactic war...’ 

"And saw a valuable commander die.’ 

Spock nodded. "And saw senseless death, death which has now ended any hope of furthering that tenuous contact 
with an alien race. You feel you have broken Lieutenant Stiles} perhaps you have, but it was not your design which 
brought his downfall. Perhaps he will someday believe what he told you..." He paused as Kirk looked up in surprise. 
"He told ae what he had said to you, after he apologised.” 

"So, one gan sight someday be better because of all of this, is that what you’re saying?" The bitterness was 
still there, masked by the exhaustion. 

"No, no, that’s not all. Do you know what you did on the bridge earlier today?" 

*I dressad a aan down in front of the crew...” 

"Nos you looked at me and your eyes said you cared. Now I ask you to think back, Jia. You once asked ae what 
a Vulcan was capable of, and I said logic. I was afraid of the answer you were really looking for. Captain, 1’1] 
give you that answer now...” 
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He stood with the group of newly commissioned officers, one of an elite group, tops in their chosen field. 
Theirs was an exceptional class, all chosen for outstanding ability and leadership. 

They looked iapressive in their uniforas, the black shirts covered by the uted silver of the coveralls, the 
proud unifora of the Klingon Eapire forces. 

Kor stood silently at the end of the line. He had an easy confidence which stood alone even in this cogpany, 
He had proven hiaself time and again to have outstanding ability. No task was too difficult for hia. Even his 
instructors held him in healthy respect. 

This would be the last day these men would be together. They were too valuable tobe kept as aunit, Their 
training was to be used throughout the Fleet. Those who survived would slowly rise up the ladder to command. They 
would be assigned to ships throughout the Fleet. They would be resented by their superior officers, scorned by 
their inferiors, They would be assigned to the dirtiest, deadliest assignments. Not aany of them would survive, 
but those who did would be tomorrow’s leaders, * 


As the years passed Kor was gradually progoted. He was an able leader and had an intelligence which was rare 
agong Klingons. He used his intelligence in the sage way others would use force and fear to gain an end. Kor play- 
ed cat and aouse with his intended victims, analyzing, studying reactions before he set the ultiaate trap. He was a 
proud gan, conteaptuous indeed of inferiors but when he net an equal, which was rare, he treated that gan as an 
equal, even knowing he must ultigately destroy hia, The bigger the challenge, the better Kor liked it. 

The Klingon Eapire was growing ever larger. Their sal) area of space was becoming overpopulated, expansion 
became anecessity. The battle cruisers started out, exploring new regions, conquering small planets bordering 
their space - space which was claimed by the United Federation of Planets 

Not auch was known of the Federation. Reports held they were a peaceful organization not readily pushed into a 
fight. There were also reports of a Starfleet. As yet they had few warships but spies reported that new battle 
cruisers were being put into service, starships they were called, every bit as powerful and dangerous as the Klingon 
cruisers. As yet they had not met each other in battle. There were some reports that they had destroyed Rosulan 
battleships but up to now it was rumour, not fact. 

Kor was aboard the first Klingon ship which set a starship. He was fascinated by the Federation vessel, Her 
design was very practical, such more so than the ship he was on. She glided in silent swiftness through the 
blackness of space. He punched the viewscreen, bringing her in closer. The nane stood out clearly: Uss 
Enterprise. . _ 

The voice of her Captain filtered down through the open intercom. The English was translated by the sechanical 
interpreter, Kor, however, unlike most Klingons at that tiae, spoke English well. His class had been taught that 
they would eventually rule the Federation, and English was vital to that end. 

The voice was steady as he introduced higself: Captain Christopher Pike. The viewscreen dissolved to show a 
dark, slender gan, his cold blue eyes holding the screen as he talked to his counterpart on the bridge of Kor’s 
ship. An air of quiet confidence surrounded the gan. A wonan sat to his left. Kor studied her with interest. 
Women were not allowed on the fighting ships of the Eapire. It would certainly be nicer for all concerned to have 
thea around. They would prove useful at times, although not necessarily for fighting. 

Another figure aoved into view. Kor stared at the sculptured hair, upswept brows and pointed ears. He had 
never seen a Vulcan before although he was fasiliar with the race, He was surprised to see one on a starship. He 
had heard that Vulcans were sen of peace, that their philosophy prevented thea froa fighting. He s@iled inwardly. 
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With men like that there was no way the Federation could fight off a determined attack of the Klingon fleet. 

The two giant ships sat still in space. A challenge had been given - neither commander was prepared to back 
down. It was only a matter of time before one of thes fired, 

Kor was content to wait. Playing on another’s nerves was a game he found to be most successful. They had 
time - he had patience. However, he was not in command, only a subordinate. The orders came to fire. Kor refused, 
He knew it was the wrong actions; they were not certain of the military might of this starship. Intuition told hia 
it would be better to wait out the challenge, the bluff. He was sure the Federation ship would not start an attack 
unprovoked, 

It was one of the few times in his life he sade a mistake. He underestiaated the hate of his iaaediate 
superior and was felled by a tremendous blow, Kleen was still smarting from several reprimands given hia because of 
reports from Kor. Now his direct orders were disobeyed. He would take no ore from this supercilious upstart 

By the time Kor regained consciousness the battle was over and the Klingon ship had managed to limp back into 
its own space, badly damaged. The Federation starship had not atteapted to follow, had only tracked thea long 
enough to make sure the Klingons were indeed heading home, then turned and were soon out of sensor range. 

Kor listened with interest to the reports of the battle. The ship was obviously as powerful as reports had 
stated and the man who led her a superior officer, The Enterprise apparently had been able to almost completely 
disable the Klingon ship with minimal damage to herself. The ability intrigued Kor. This was a worthy challenge. 

However, the challenge was not to be his. His disobedience was reported by Kleen and he was transferred. The 
One underlined, unstated fact of the Empire forces was that every order was to be obeyed with no question put 
forward, Kor had disobeyed. He was given ground duty, the worst possible assignment for a aan who longed to be a 
conqueror in space. 

He was part of an occupation force on the planet of Deneb 12. The planet was a necessary thorn in the side 
because of its position just on the edge of the Klingon Eapire, but its people had no wish to be under the Klingon 
command, The Denebians were organized into a large underground, Hundreds were killed by the occupation forces and 
yet supplies were still destroyed and harassment and opposition were put up at every turn. 

The leader of these people was an enigaa. The Klingons knew hia as Syn. He was young, brilliant and dedicated. 
He was an elusive figure, his followers were fanatically devoted to hia. He was everywhere, in the thick of the 
attacks, yet no Klingon had even been close to catching hia. None of his followers would reveal where he hid, if 
indeed they knew. Kor doubted if they did. He had seen the torture of some of Syn’s followers. If they had not 
broken they were aade of stronger fibre than he was aware existed, 

After he had been on Deneb 12 for several months, Xor was called before the military governor. There were few 
men that Kor respected and Kalith was not one of thea. He was adequate in his own way but his value was not as a 
commander of an occupation force. He was a aan of space and out of his element here, Syn was waking hia out to be 
a fool. Kalith was slowly being pushed to a desperate edge as everything he tried failed to bring him any closer 
to catching the elusive Deneb:an. 

His orders were precise. Capture Syn and be promoted: fail and die. They stood facing each other gan to man, 
two men who understood each cther perfectly, who knew that what had been stated was done so as fact, not threat. 

For the next weeks Kor dogged Syn at every step. He knew hia ‘ike his own brother, probably better. He had 
studied the data they had on the aan, trying to figure out what made hia tick. He had stared at his picture until 
the image of Syn was indelibly stamped on his brain, 

Even a aere image of the nan showed hia to be one of those rare people who commanded attention. He appeared to 
be of aediua height and possessed an athlete’s figure. Broad shoulders and a muscled upper body tapered to a slender 
waist and slim hips. The arms suggested strength without losing the tapered lines of the rest of his body, 

When Kor looked at that figure it was not the body but the face which held his eyes, Syn appeared absurdly 
young, yet there was some indefineable look in the wide set eyes which instantly let one know that this man had 
experience far beyond his years. Sandy hair was worn medium length with a wayward lock tumbling down over the fore- 
head, making him look even younger. The mouth had the classic lines approved by the ancient warriors. 

"Classic beauty," thought Kor, staring at the silent picture, “and a dangerous man..." he sighed to himself. He 
was beginning to like Syn and would regret to be the instruaent of his death. But die he aust. Kor had his orders, 
he would not disobey again, 

The natives worshiped Syn, With hia in custody, under slow torture, they would soon toe the line in order to 
keep their leader alive, A man could be tortured for along tise before life left hia. Kor did not like the 
barbaric use of torture but realized that everyone knew what it stood for and it always proved to be a useful deter- 
ent. 

As the weeks passed Syn’s strikes grew bolder. Kor was content to watch and wait, trying to establish a 
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pattern, The trap aust be perfect or else the elusive Denebian would escape. This was the ultiaate challenge. 

Kor spent those weeks carefully laying out his plans, Even the smallest detail was worked out. Nothing could 
go wrong. There was no way Syn could escape Kor’s carefully spun web. 

Syn could not avoid it, but the Federation could destroy it. Intelligence reports showed that starships were 
on their way. Kalith was preparing to aeet thea, This was something concrete, something he could deal with. How- 
ever, Kor’s orders stood, The Federation ay attack but Syn was to die before help arrived. 

Kor spread his aen around the aunitions duap. He knew they would all die but felt nothing for thea, Unknown 
to thea, explosives ringed the perimeter of the dump, the perimeter they had been sent to guard, As the Denebians 
died, so would they. 

As they waited in the darkness they heard fighting start in the distance. The Federation troops had landed. 
Kor blocked it out. His duty was here, he would worry about the others later. 

Everything went according to plan. The area was soon ringed by Denebians. They knew the Klingons had stored 
most of their heavy explosives here. Kor had made sure that they knew. Explode their stockpile and the Klingons 
would lose ninety per cent of their ammunition. The necessity of destroying the aras was such that Kor knew that 
Syn would be leading the attack. 

Silent figures ¢litted through the blackness, Kor’s eyes were riveted on what appeared to be the leader as he 
silently signalled his followers. Suddenly they froze, Kor held his breath. He had heard of the sixth sense that 
was attributed to the slender, fair-haired man standing so close to where Kor was lying. The figure stooped and 
picked something up. There was a dull thuep followed by a cry of pain. Suddenly the sky lit up with a series of 
explosions, the lights of the detonations flashing in a circular pattern. The Denebians hit the ground - all except 
Syn. He leapt over the heaving ground and sped to the stockpile. 

Kor was two steps behind, He had his phaser aiaed, ready to use. 

"Stop'* 

The figure in front of hia froze. 

"Tell your aen to get out of here...” 

Silence, 

"Now!" 

The an turned and Kor got his first good took at the san who had fii:ed his waking and sleeping hours for the 
past weeks. 

Sreen eyes aet his unflinchingly, a small smile touched the sculpted lips. He was dressed entirely in black, 
Kor found hiaself being strangely drawn by something he couldn’t define. He hadrarely met anyone even near his 
equal, but one look at Syn told hia that finally he had, 

A hint of anger touched the wide set eyes but the aan stood in a relaxed manner, not appearing at all disturbed 
with the present circumstances. When he spoke Kor discovered the voice suited the aan. 

"You care little for life, Lieutenant - those were your aen who just died." 

Kor shrugged. “They were expendable, uniaportant...* 

He saw the anger deepen and smiled. “Your aen, Syn, they haven’t gone yet. Would you like ae to send them the 
way of ay command! I can, you know. You can save thea with a word, Look around you." 

Syn looked and saw another ring of Klingons behind his aen, His eyes acknowledged Kor’s lifted eyebrows. 

He shouted something which Kor couldn’t understand, Syn’s men looked uncertainly at each other. He shouted 
again and they turned and left. Syn turned back to Kor, His eyes slowly lost their anger to become watchful, 

Two powerful men stood facing each other, neither moving. Suddenly Kor didn’t want this aan to die in front of 
the others. He owed hia that auch. He yelled an order and his men melted into the darkness, Syn’s expression 
didn’t change. _ 

"Death is sometines necessary in order to achieve an end, but the death of one such as you should be adainis- 
tered by one alone, not by a ob..." 

Syn bowed with a gocking saile. “You are not worried about staying behind and running into Federation forces?” 

Kor returned the smile. "The Federation will not find us. You will be dead and ay ship will be gone. Coae,” 
He aotioned with his phaser and Syn turned and started walking, 

Syn sensed the approaching rocket. He spun around and grabbed Kor before the Klingon had a chance to react. 
They both fell headlong into the underbrush, Syn half lying on the winded Kor. The rockets fell all around thea. 
Finally one hit dead center of the munitions duap. The resulting blasts rained debris all around thea. 

The barrage seemed to go on forever. Kor cried out as fragments of a fusion grenade Suried theaselves in his 
leg. He felt Syn jerk as the Denebian was hit with flying debris. Then everything went black. 

He woke to the feeling of something cold moving over his face. He opened his eyes to find deep burning eyes 
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looking at him, Syn sat back, the wet rag - a torn piece of his tunic - still in his hand. Kor looked about dizzily, 
He had been moved to a nearby stream, He saw that his leg had been wrapped, the wounds staunched with aore strips 
from Syn’s tunic, 

He looked up at the Denebian. There was a jagged cut on his forehead, a bright red gash in the pale face 

"why?" 

Syn didn’t Seem surprised by the question. “We do not kill without good reason." 

Kor nodded. ‘A weakness, * 

The Denebian smiled. ‘Some would think it." He looked into the distance. “The fighting is dying. ¢ will 
leave you heres there 15 water and you are close to the main road. If your side is victorious they will find you 
soon enough. If the Federation has won you still have your comaunicator and can beam back to your ship..." He 
stood up and Kor was again aware of the perfect proportions of the aan. The clear eyes held his, not a hint of fear 
in them, one equal looking at another, ‘We do not kill easily, Lieutenant, but we can kill. I would suggest that 
you do not return to Deneb 12. My followers might not be so obedient next tiae." 

Then he was gone, 

The Klingons were not victorious in that battle. The Federation once again had Ceneb {2 under their protection. 

Kor beamed up to his ship, and he lived, Kalith was killed when the flagship was disabled, No one else knew 
that Kor had been under a death sentence. Also, he argued with himself, Syn could be dead, The fighting was 
fierce, It was possible, 

The fight for Deneb {2 was the first of @any that Kor was involved in, The Enpire was deterained to expand and 
conquest was the only way. Kor didn’t question it, didn’t question the death and destruction it caused - the waste 
of thousands of lives. Conquest was the accepted way, the Klingon way, and he was first and fore@ost an officer of 
the Klingon Empire. oe 


The years passed and Kor survived. His survival assured his continued proaotion. He was feared by alaost all 
who knew hia. Unlike his contemporaries, his was a cold, calculated cunning. There were few displays of teaper, 
just a steely intelligence which weighed all alternatives before attacking, Most under his command couldn’t under- 
stand hig but he made no atteapt to change. He found the fear others had for hia helped him to rule over thea far 
more easily than could be done otherwise. 

Kor carefully studied any confrontation the Empire had with the Federation, He knew that one day the Eapire 
would make its move against the Federation. More and more often the Starfleet defenses were tested, the effective- 
ness of the starships evaluated, When the attack cage there would be no luck involved, The Empire would know every 
odd and which way it would go 

The Starfleet was strong, The nen of Starfleet fought superbly but they had to be provoked, Hostilities were 
always started by the Klingons. 

One ship stood out far above the others. The Klingons avoided her when they could. A confrontation with her 
only brought destruction. Kor had set up with her only once those gany years ago- the USS Enterprise, 
Christopher Pike was no longer her com@anding officer, he had been replaced by a Captain Janes T. Kirk, Not auch 
was known of hie but from a few brief encounters he was held in healthy respect by all Empire Commanders. He only 
fought as a last resort but he was a brilliant tactical commander. Even when vastly outnuabered he was impossible 
to trap. Kor looked forward to the eventual, inevitable meeting with anticipation. Not since the days when he had 
hunted the Denebian, Syn, had he so looked forward to meeting another in battle. 


Finally the long months of planning ended. Warnings had been sent to the Federation and were ignored. The 
small convoys sent out to test the Federation’s strength and willingness to fight had served their purpose. The 
response brought nothing but vague threats - no military backup followed their warnings. A great deal of time and 
effort had gone into this invasion plan. Flagships and battle cruisers were set and in position. 

All the Klingon commanders had been su@moned, duties handed out, orders given, Kor stood alone after the 
others had long gone, a bitter taste of defeat in his mouth. Occupation duty - shades of Kalith., He had been given 
duty that a raw recruit was capable of handling. He fingered the gold sash of commendation, touched the aedals on 
his left shoulder. How many others had won such honours? They could be counted on the fingers of one hand ~ a mere 
handful of commanders in the Klingon forces had been awarded the sash - only a handful! And he had been relegated 
to the leader of an occupation force. He would not bein the front lines which would destroy the best ships that 
Starfleet could summon, He would aiss all the glory of the kill. 

Kleen, his old nemesis from so long ago entered the room, surprise showing on his face, "Still here, Comaander? 
I thought you had received your orders." 
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Kor glared at him but the other Klingon met his eyes squarely, speculatively, The hostility in Kor’s eyes did 
not bother him. He didn’t care if Kor was upset at his orders. Secretly he was pleased. Kor had superior agbition. 
That ambition had led him quickly up the ladder of command and success; he was as ruthless and unprincipled a ean as 
Kleen had ever met. This was probably the first tise since he had risen to the rank of commander that Kor had 
received an assignment he detested. Kleen hoped Kor would bungle it - he deserved to be brought down a peg. 

Kor’s black eyes never left Kleen’s face. His voice was low when he answered, the anger held tight, but awesome 
in its controlled power 

"Yes, Commander, I have received ay orders. However, I noted that you received none.* He smiled as he watched 
Kleen’s colour deepen as his anger started to match Kor’s, Satisfied, he nodded slightly and left. 

The officers of his occupation force were gathered aboard Kor’s flagship when he beaaed aboard. They all had 
been hand-picked several years earlier and trained under his command, THey were top men, cruel, ruthless, and 
blindly obedient. Kor looked bitterly at thea. They were trained for coabat, conquest, not for the lily-livered 
job of occupation, However, they had their assignaent and they would obey. If the people under their occupation 
were treated with undue harshness, that was their hard luck. Kor knew it would happen. All his men were angered by 
their assignaent and they would vent their anger on the nearest victia. 

Kor flipped a switch and an ordinary planet filled the screen, floating in silent beauty against the blackness 
of space. No one noticed the beauty. 

"That," said Kor, spitting out the words, “is Organia, populated by a people not even worth conquering, That 
is what we are going to take. The planet is strategically important, the only one in this sector which can be used 
as a supply base, The people have no defenses. [ am sure that after we kill a thousand or so we shall have no 
trouble,” 

There was no flicker of interest - the death of a thousand meant nothing to his officers. Death was a way of 
life - people could be controlled only through fear, a reign of terror. 

“We know there will be Federation ships close by," continued Kor, "reports say that the Starfleet ships have 
not grouped, They are unprepared for war." Kor’s smile widened. “They are fools, these Starfleet commanders. They 
love peace, not war. We will crush thea. If we meet a starship we attack! A single starship is no match for a 
fleet of our E@pire battlecruisers, We'll cut them down like flies'* 


The Klingons were ruthless and efficient. As soon as they entered orsit around Organia the aain occupation 
force beaned down. Within minutes ali major facilities were taken, a large citadel was instantly converted into 
occupation headquarters, By the tiae Kor beamed down, his officers had found out where the ruling council et. 
Taking his hand-picked guard he went there immediately. 

As he walked through the streets he was sickened by what he saw, The few inhabitants who took any notice of 
thea at all smiied benignly as they passed. They showed no fear of the Klingons. It was as though they had warlike 
strangers coming into their aidst as a daily happening. Kor kicked out at some sheep that were passing, his fury at 
being stuck on such a planet finally letting loose, The soldiers with him glanced at each other. It wasn’t safe 
around Kor when he lost his temper. Men had been known to die, 

As they passed through the halls of the council building, Kor put an iron hand on his anger, He was about to 
deal with an idiotic people. An icy cala would serve his purpose better. They would understand threats plainly 
stated, plainly carried out. 

He glanced around as he entered the room and his eyes fell on a figure dressed in a gold tunic standing off to 
one side. For the briefest of moments Kor stood rooted to the spot. Wide-set hazel eyes met his unwaveringly, 
light brown hair spilled forward over the tall forehead, Kor felt his heart skip a beat as he was instantly 
transported back fifteen years to Deneb 12. He was no longer in the hall of the Council of Elders, he was standing 
in front of a munitions dump looking into the face of a aan from his past. 

He shook hiaself back to the present but his eyes continued to hold those of the silapt figure. There was no 
welcoaing smile, There was only hatred and challenge shining out of the clear eyes, The man carried an air of 
authority that Kor had seen only once before. A smile touched his lips - he had finally eet a worthy adversary 
asong a planet of sheep. The smile widened slightly as he saw helpless anger burn on the other’s face. 

Only a few aoments had passed, He knew that only for two of thea had it seered longer. 

"This is the ruling council?” 

He was surprised when one of the aild looking aen spoke, He had half suspected that the aan in gold would have 
been the Organian leader, What didn’t surprise him was that he was welcomed, Obviously these people were too timid 
to take a stand. He felt only conteapt for the men sitting at the table. 

He turned to the silent, angry aan, his interest rising, This was the kind of reaction he would have expected 
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from a conquered people. His eyes were met squarely, This man was not frightened or in awe of the invaders. Nor 
obviously was he happy they were there. Why was he different? 

"Who are you?" 

The @an had no chance to answer, Ayelborne did it for him. “Oh, he is Baroner, one of our leading citizens." 

Kor’s eyebrows rose. The tone sounded anxious as if the Organian was trying to assure him of something. He 
glanced momentarily at Baroner. He didn’t look like aan whohad others answer for hia. He looked back at 
Ayelborne. 

"And he has no tongue?" 

"T have a tongue." 

The voice could have been Syn’s. Years had passed but the clear, quiet voice was as familiar as if he had 
heard it yesterday, Controlled anger, no fear, Direct. Still those burning eyes held hia. Kor’s interest grew, 
He smiled at the silent challenge the man held out. He turned back to where Baroner was standing and walked around 
hia. The build was almost identical to the one he remeabered. He noted that the san stood his ground, quiet, yet 
alert, in total command of himself, 

"Sood, you shall be taught how to use it.” 

He watched Baroner closely. The aan was trying hard to lower his gaze, to look subservient, and failing. Kor 
knew this man was servant to no one. He decided on a frontal assault to see if he could shake this man. 

"Where is your saile?" 

His tactics worked. He caught the aan off guard. The answer was too quick, alaost surprised, 

"My what?" 

Kor looked at the other Organians and felt his contempt for them rise again. "The stupid, idiotic smile every- 
One else seeas to be wearing.” 

He glanced back to Baroner but the smile didn’t appear, Interesting. 

He turned to the other stranger. He had noticed the Vulcan when he had first walked in. A member of the 
Federation ~ he aight prove useful when hostilities broke out, provided he wasn’t a spy. He decided to find out 
just what kind of man he was dealing with. 

"A Vulcan...' 

Like Baroner, the dark eyes aet his squarely. Unlike the Organian there was no expression, no hint of what the 
Vulcan was thinking. Kor walked over to hia. 

",..d0 you also have a tongue?" 

The Vulcan bowed slightly but the action could have meant anything, greeting, acknowledgement, submission? Kor 
had never dealt with a Vulcan before. He could not read the aan and it bothered hia. He liked to know what was 
going on in a man’s mind. It made him easier to deal with, 

“| am Spock, a dealer in kivas and trilliua.® 

Kor’s sixth sense told him the answer was wrong, Whatever this man was he was not a Aerchant. 

"You do not look like a storekeeper. Take this aan - Vulcans are members of the Federation. He aay be a 
SPYeea' 

"He’s no spy!" 

Kor was not prepared for Baroner’s reaction and swung around to meet both open hostility and a gliapse of some- 
thing very close to alara, He watched shrewdly as the man tried quickly to coapose himself and look huable. A 
glance at the aen seated at the table showed ony bland smiles. Obviously they cared little what happened to the 
Vulcan. Why was Baroner different? He intended to find out. He turned and walked over to face hia. 

"Well, have we a ram among the sheep?" 

The stance remained huable, the hands clasped tightly together in submission, but the eyes betrayed hia, A 
deep burning hatred shone out. The Vulcan aeant something to hia. What? 

"Yo@ object to us taking hin?" 

"He’s done nothing, nothing at all." 

A brave an, thought Kor, to show he cares, How like the Denebian he is. Aloud he said, ‘Coaing from an 
Organian yours is practically an act of rebellion. Very good." 

He looked at the table. Still no change, bland smiles. He no longer felt annoyed but found himself wondering 
again why Baroner was so different. He knew he would have no fight from the ruling council. He sailed slightly. 
"So, you welcome ae..." He swung around and looked Baroner squarely in theeye, looking for any change of 
expression. ‘...d0 you also welcome me?" 

He was right. This gan was very different. The hazel eyes didn’t waver, The nan made no effort to conceal 
his emotion. And, interestingly, he avoided answering the question. 
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"You are here, there’s nothing I can do about it." 

A simple statement, an honest answer, a challenge? Kor found himself starting to appreciate the man as he had 
appreciated Syn, He could understand his reaction where he could not understand the utter passivity of everyone 
else, 

He turned to the Council of Elders and gave his orders. No change in the seiles, no arguments, only acceptance. 
Except from the silent gold-clad figure. There was no acceptance there. 

"You disapprove, Baroner." 

It was not a question. He wanted this man to understand how easily he could be read. There was no backing 
down, The voice was deceptively mild. 

"You need ay approval?* 

Kor looked at hia searchingly. There was something behind the tone he couldn’t catch. Suddenly it was impor- 
tant to know if this man would obey hia. 

"I need your obedience, nothing more. Will I have it?" 

Again the answer gave him pause. Baroner avoided the question as neatly as he had the last. 

"You seem to be in command.” 

Their eyes held. There was no conquerer and conquered here. This man was not bowing down. Kor’s eyes spoke 
far more than his words and he knew his aessage was read, 

"Yes, I aa.” 

He suddenly found hiaself wondering if he was. Once before he had been confident and lost to a @an such as 
this. He would keep a closer eye on this one. He smiled at Baroner’s rejection of liason. Perhaps he was scared 
after all. Maybe the challenge he had put up was only a front. 

His new confidence suddenly left his as he gave orders for the Yulcan to be taken. He had said that Spock 
could possibly die. Something flickered in Baroner’s eyes. What was it? Fear? Desperation? It happened in a 
split second as the guards soved. Baroner started forward, his fist tightly clenched. To do what? Kor’s hand flew 
out to find a body as tense as steel under the soft cloth. Syn’s body had been like that. Kor smiled at the burning 
eyes, appreciating the courage it took to openly defy hia. 

"You do not like to be pushed...” 

There was no retreat, the body under his hand did not relax, the fist remained clenched. The nan was vastly 
Outnuabered but somehow Kor felt it nade no difference, just as it had sade none on Deneb !2. Baroner could possibly 
be as dangerous as Syn, 

His uneasiness about Baroner grew gore than it abated. He was quiet enough as he was given the general direc- 
tives. If anything he looked slightly bitter. Before Kor could start to find out why, they were interrupted by the 
arrival of the Vulcan, Kor watched the two men closely as he talked. They said nothing but their few glances spoke 
volumes. Baroner looked worried at first then somehow seemed reassured and yes, it could only be pride that shone 
out of his eyes as the Klingon lieutenant told of the unsuccessful use of the mind sifter. Pride for the Vulcan? 
Why? The Vulcan seemed unwerried about being threatened, pausing only to give a siight bow before he left. 
Submission? Mockery? Baroner seemed to accept his possible death if he resisted as a matter of fact. Kor wondered 
at it. dne fought and died with one’s own people, it was an accepted fact of Klingon iife. Organians didn’t fight. 
Who was this Baroner? * 


The hours sped past. Kor was pleased to note that the occupation orders were posted conspicuously all over the 
city. Everything seemed peaceful. It was obvious that Baroner was a man who was obeyed. Kor could not reseaber 
any other conquered people who put up no resistance. Perhaps his threat of the aind-sifter had made Baroner realize 
the senselessness of opposition. He felt a small stab of disappointment. He thought he had found Syn - perhaps he 
hadn’t. 

He fell into bed exhausted but unable to sleep, thinking of the large invasion force that would be fighting 
with the Federation fleet. He had had reports that a starship had been fired upon near Organia and had fled with no 

“returned fire, Kor laughed. It would be easy to defeat these people. They had no fight, no desire of conquest. 
If only he could be a part of it. 

He finally fell asleep only to be blasted out of his bed by huge detonations as the entire munitions duap out- 
side the citadel blew up. The explosions were deafening and the brilliant fire lit up the sky. In a fury he sent 
all troops running into the streets to gather up everyone they found, This was an act of sabotage, plain and sieple. 
There was no way those aras could have ignited theaselves. A huge stockpile gone. There would be repercussions. 
The ones responsible would be caught and severely punished as an exaeple for any others who might be contemplating 
the sane action. The errors of Deneb {2 would not be repeated 
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His chief lieutenant entered. "The intercom systee is completely installed, Commander, all recording devices 
are working and telecomaunications set up. You can moniter all audio from here and the visual components are in the 
next rooa." 

Kor eyed the lieutenant and saw the aan fidget under the gaze. He scared easily, this san - that could be a 
danger. Scared aen talked. He would have to see about getting hia replaced. For now he was safe enough under 
observation. 

"Very good, Lieutenant." Kor watched the man’s stiff salute and hurried departure. Idly he flicked a switch 
and listened in astonishment to a most unexpected conversation. He quickly summoned his guards. 

They were all there. Sosehow the aan in gold didn’t seem surprised to see hia. Cala eyes met his exactly like 
Syn’s had when they stood alone those many years ago - no fear, only equal facing equal. Even the threat of the 
mind-scanner drew little reaction. The Vulcan seemed tense at his threats - sore so because they were directed at 
Baroner and not at hig. When it had been his life at stake earlier there had been a cale acceptance. Now there was 
a controlled tension lurking dangerously under the surface. 

Kor’s anger and frustration lashed out at the Organians sitting so placidly, doing nothing to help the one aan 
who had dared to stand and fight. 

"Always it is the brave ones who die, the soldiers. I hope you will continue to savour the sweetness of your 
life. You disgust ae!" 

Still nochange. Still only the mild attitudes. And from the mildest of thes came the startling information 
that instantly explained the enigaa that was Baroner... 

",eeCaptain of the USS Enterprise - a starship commander !* 

The hazel eyes acknowledged it, the bold stance now seeaed correct, as it should be. Kor mentally saluted Syn 
He had found his equal. His eyes flicked to the Vulcan standing at Kirk’s side, his presence now fully explained. 

“,.-and his First Officer?" He had heard that Kirk had a Vulcan First Officer, possibly the same man Kor had 
seen beside Christopher Pike. The dark eyes met his unwaveringly. Kor knew the Vulcan would now be very dangerous, 
alaost as dangerous as the aan beside hia. Suddenly Kor no longer felt left out of the battle. James Kirk was 
possibly the best commanding officer in Starfleet, and Kirk was now his prisoner. No longer did the loss of the 
funitions dump seem important. The capture of a Federation Captain and his First Officer was a prize that would be 
alaost iapossible to calculate. 

Kor had known from the start that questioning Kirk would gain hia nothing, but the gan fascinated him, He had 
caused considerable trouble practically single handed. Kor had felt from the goment he first saw this aan that he 
was facing an equal for the first time since Deneb 12. He found hiaself regretting the fact that he night have to 
use the mind-sifter on this one. He felt nothing for inferiors who went through the torture but he didn’t want that 
to happen to this aan. 

He got no answers to his questions. There was steel in this man’s gakeup. Only when he threatened to kill the 
Vulcan did any break show in the defenses - Syn had the same reaction to the threat of another’s death - yet Kor 
felt that even the death of his First Officer would not get Kirk to talk. He hesitated somentarily, then did 
something he had never done before. He put off using the gind-sifter, 

“Twelve hours, Captain." 

Kirk’s expression closed. Looking at him Kor knew that his reprieve would be useless. The words were as firs 
as the eyes, 

"It will take a lot longer than that, Commander." 

It was then that Kor knew with certainty that he would have to use the nind-sifter and destroy this aan. For 
only the second tiae in his life he felt regret. 

The regret lasted exactly seven hours before the news arrived that he no longer had anyone to use the nind- 
sifter on. The lieutenant was so scared he was practically babbling when he told of the prisoners’ escape. Kor 
kept his teaper under tight control. He was dealing with dangerous men now, not sheep. He was dealing with soae- 
thing he understood. He would deal out something that they understood - death, 

His warning went out. Two hundred people died, yet there was no word, no sign of the two Federation sen. Time 
passed, The deadline was up and still the prisoners were missing. Kor’s teaper flared. He could get no fight out 
of any of the Organians - they didn’t seea to care if everyone died. Didn’t they understand the finality of death? 
In a fury, he ordered two hundred gore should die. 

He should have known they would come, even through all his guards. He should have anticipated it and been 
better prepared, He looked at Kirk with a grudging respect. The Huaan looked almost bouyant as he stopped short of 
the desk, his phaser leveled at Kor’s chest. Syn had looked that way when he stood over the Klingon so long ago. 

"Just stay where you are, Coamander.* 
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Kor froze, not moving as the Vulcan took his weapon. He slowly looked behind Kirk to see the white light 
shining. A small smile touched his face. He was not alone. 

"You have done well to get this far through ay guards." 

The Vulcan told hia what he wanted to know. Some of his men were no longer functioning, How aany and where, 
he wondered. He sat down, slowly crossing his hands, giving hiaself time to think and his men tiae to get organized. 
The Huaan was getting a little too confident. Kor wanted to give him enough rope to hang hieself. 

"So, you are here. You will be interested in knowing that a Federation fleet is on its way here at the soment. 

Qur fleet is preparing to aeet thea.” 

A gleam shone out of Kirk’s eyes. The Enterprise had made it! A smile crossed his face. 

"Checkaate, Commander." 

Kor watched approvingly as Kirk motioned Spock to check the open grill behind the desk. He had shown his weak- 
ness in admitting he would not kill unless absolutely necessary. That was why the Klingons were stronger. That was 
why they ultimately would be the conquerers. Men like Syn and Kirk didn’t seem to understand it. 

He was a bit surprised that Kirk did not suspect they were being @onitored. He would have thought the Federa- 
tion would have auch the sage system. However, it was to his benefit, for Kirk was walking into a trap and he 
couldn’t resist pointing it out. 

"You know why we are so strong? Because we are a unit ~ each of us is part of a greater whole. Always under 
surveillance, even a commander like ayself..." he pointed to the bright light that suddenly went out, °...always 
under surveillance, Captain...“ 

But things didn’t happen the way he had planned. The Human and Vulcan were vastly outnuabered but there sight 
as well have been a hundred of thea for all the use his aen were. He ran to the desk, only to drop the red-hot 
weapon, 

He barely heard Kirk’s exchange with the Vulcan. His attention was on Ayelborne and Claymare as they case to 
the doorway. Gone were the vacant smiles. In their place was a look of condemnation mixed with sorrow. Kor felt a 
chill go down his spine. 

He heard with astonishaent that the Organians were stopping the war. He found himself siding with Kirk, 
agreeing with his anger at their interference. He joined in with Kirk’s protests but grew silent as Ayelborne asked 
in mild reproach if Kirk was defending the right to wage war, the killing of aillions of innocent people... 

Kor quietly urged Kirk to fight, but one look at the Human’s face aade hia realize that the fight had ended 

They stood silently for a few soments after the Organians had disappeared, the enormity of the beings they had 
met still difficult to comprehend, Spock explained it but his words were hard to believe, 

He looked at Kirk and Saw a Slight twinkle in the once angry eyes, an acceptance of what had happened. Kor was 
annoyed at the Organians but couidn’t help responding in kind. This was a aan standing across from hia. He had met 
very fen, 

A slight grin crossed Kirk’s face. "Well, Commander, I guess that takes care of the war. Obviously the 
Organians aren’t going to fet us fight." 

Kor sighed at the lost prospect, a gleaa shining from his eyes as he pictured the battle that now would not 
happen. 

"A shame, Captain, it would have been glorious!" 


Kor stood by hiaself for several minutes after Kirk and his First Officer had beamed up. He had been seeing 
not only a Starship Captain but also a young san dressed in black who had faced him without fear, as Kirk had faced 
hia. Two en, two leaders, two warriors who did not want to fight. Two aen who could look an eneay in the face and 
let him live. Kor sighed. In his entire life he had met only two men he considered his equal and they were both 
irrevocably opposed to him and everything he stood for. Yet they had both acknowledged hia without words. They 
were both strong men who recognized in the other those things that made a aan great. 

Kor shook his head and picked up his cosmunicator. 

"Someday..." 
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EPILOGUE 
“ 





The gist that had filled the Guardian faded as the two en left to face...what? Their future..eor an alien 
world, 

"Sood luck, gentleaen.° 

Aye, and we'll piss you... 

“Happiness at least, sir.° 

So little to offer. I hope he finds it, ee ga: 


The aists rose thick and swirling, spilling over their boundaries. From its depths they came, sida by side as 
they had left. They stood silent, the Vulcan’s dark eyes not leaving Kirk’s face. 

The words cage by theaselves as Scotty took in the aan before hia - the pale face, the too-bright eyes. 

“What happened, sir? You only left a eoment ago..." 

And in that tine have been through hell’ 

It was as if he hadn’t spoken. His captain’s face did not change - he did not answer. 

The aists in the Buardian swirled aore thickly and a third person emerged. McCoy’s ayes were on Kirk} he did 
Not acknowledge the others welcoeing smiles. His face was lined with sorrow as he looked at his friend. Kirk took 
no aore notice of hia than he had of the others. 

Jin - she had to die, Spock told ne the reason. You knew you had to stop pe - and you did. But the pain it 
caused...50 obvious and so deep...forgiveness copes so hard... 

The silence drew out. Without taking his eyes froe his captain Spock said, ‘We were successful." 

Yes, Jip, we were successful. We have our future now because of you. But it was close. What would you have 
done if I had not called owt? Would you have stopped NcCoy if ay voice had not resinded you of what was at stake? 
By stopping hia you allowed her death. Will you ever be able to forgive? 

“Tiae has resuaed its shape. All is as it was before. Many such journies are possible. Let ae be your 
gateway...° 

Tears were building in the hazel eyes as he desperately tried not to remeaber. The words seemed to cone fros 
far away. 

"Captain, the Enterprise is up there. They’re asking if we want to bea up...” 

What’s happened to you? Why are Spock and the doctor watching you so closely? Why are you so close to tears? 
What could possibly have hart you so badly? 

"Let’s get the hell out of here!" 

But hell won’t be left here, It will follow. The feel of her aras, the sound of her laaghter...the truck, 
Spock’s shout, py aras around NcCoy, her screap.., 

Edith - will I ever be able to forgive ayself... 
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The halls were quiet, only the echo of his footsteps accompanied hia as he made his way through the silent 
ship. The dress unifora stressed the lines of his slender body, the dia lights accented his alien features. The 
grace of his movements underlined his strength, the controlled features carried with thea the air of authority. 

From his position at the entrance. to his quarters, McCoy watched the Vulcan’s approach. They had said little 
to each other since their return from the planet, that arguaent which now seemed so senseless still held them apart. 
As Spock drew near, McCoy stepped out into the corridor. 

"Spock..." The Vulcan stopped in the shadows, his face unreadable. 

"Spock, I...” 

There was no response - he stood silently, hands clasped behind his back. McCoy could feel his face starting 
to burn. 

"Oh, forget it!" he snapped and disappeared into his quarters, wishing he could slam the door behind hia. 
“Blast hia anyway," cursed McCoy, “he certainly isn’t aking the situation any easier." 

The Vulcan stood looking at the closed door. He knew what the doctor was going through but it was useless to 
try to talk with hia. They would only start arguing again and that would not help to solve anything. 

Looking down the corridor, he hesitated. He did not want to face his captain. The last few hours had been 
difficult enough, the ceremony, the dinner with the Fleet admirals, the speeches, the citations, and all that tiae 
being So aware of Kirk’s agony - that private agony that showed itself only to those few who knew hia bast. Kirk 
had endured the speeches, had even made one of his own with only the slightly deeper tone and seal) treaour to 
betray his feelings. Then he had left, leaving Spock to escort the dignitaries to the transporter, tosay the 
appropriate farewells. 

But he would have to face hia, to report the departure of the delegation, there was no point in delaying it. 
He walked the few remaining feet and stopped outside the door. The plate bore a siaple name - James T. Kirk. Just 
a name - looking at it brought back a flood of seaories. 

An appeal had come from the underground leaders of Dacara to the Federation for their planet was well within 
the sphere of the Federation’s influence. The Klingons were planning to use the planet as a base of operations froe 
which to launch attacks on neighboring planets. They could do nothing to stop it} they needed help. The 
Enterprise’s orders from Base 9 were siaple - if possible, stop the Klingons and, above all, stop Dotstros - self- 
made dictator of Dacara. * 


Jia Kirk was very subdued as the Enterprise made its way to Dacara, Leonard McCoy put his lunch tray down on 
the table and sat down, noticing the captain’s untouched aeal. 

"You’ve been very quiet since we left Starbase 9, Jia. Anything wrong?" 

Kirk shook his head but his face flushed slightly. 

"Come on, out with it." 

Kirk smiled faintly. "Bones, ay past is coming back to haunt ae.” McCoy’s eyebrows shot up. 

"No, it’s nothing like that." He ran his hands through his hair. “When I was at the Acadeay I eet a girl. 
Not just any girl, Bones, but the girl. Her name was Fara, she was in the year ahead of ae. She was beautiful, 
intelligent, anda bit of a rebel. I loved her so auch..." He drumsed his fingers on the table and said very 
softly, "It was ay fault that we broke up but she was so jealous, so possessive - it got to the point where I 
couldn’t move without hysterical accusations from her. if I so auch as looked at another girl I was in for a bitter 
arguaent. She couldn’t stand the thought of ame going into space - that’s when we broke up. We had one last, 
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violent argument - I haven’t seen her since." 

McCoy looked confused. Kirk got up and picked up his tray. Looking down he said, "Fara is the leader of the 
underground on Dacara." 

Spock had been sent ahead to the planet with a s@all group from the Starbase. Vulcan traders were comaon in 
the area and he could aove about freely without drawing suspicion to hiaself, But something had gone wrong, the 
reports had stopped coming to the Enterprise and finally the silence became unbearable, 

"I’m bearing down, Mr. Scott. You have the con. If you come in contact with any Klingon ships, get in touch 
with Starfjeet. Don’t take thea on alone unless you have no choice.’ 

"Jia, you can’t be serious about going down there!” objected McCoy. "You don’t know where Spock is - you don’t . 
even know if he’s alive!" 

"Agreed, Doctor, I don’t. But in his last transmission he reported that the Klingons were massing for attack, 
but he was unable to Say where and the Federation can’t protect all the planets in this quadrant. We’ve got to get 
down there and stop this, or at least find out what their plans are.” 

"We?" said McCoy, apprehension clouding his face. 

"Yes, ’we’, Doctor McCoy. As you said yourself, we don’t know if Spock and the others are dead or alive. We 
fay need to do a patching job and you are the best qualified. * 


So McCoy found hiaself beside the captain being led through the back streets of the capital city of Dacara, 
running like fugitives from the uniformed patrols that frequented the area. Finally they arrived at their 
destination. Descending a long flight of stairs, they were suddenly blinded by a bright light which prevented thea 
from being able to see anything beyond it. Instinctively, they tried to shield their eyes but the light quickly 
dimmed and they were able to sake out the figure standing behind it. 

Kirk stood rooted to the spot as the girl case closer to them. She was tall for a Dacaran, her long, red hair 
softly framing her face, the green eyes sparkling with something close to sischievousness, but the pale face was 
solean, the voice deep and controlled. 

"Hello, Jia." 

McCoy glanced at his captain, then looked quickly from the gir) to Kirk and back again. 

"It’s a long way from the Academy, Fara," replied Kirk. 

"And a longer way froma the world that you and I knew together then, Jia. There we had the future, here there 
is only the harsh reality of the present.’ 

"Uh, excuse a@...° 

Kirk started guiltily. "Sorry, Bones, didn’t mean to leave you out in the cold. Dr. McCoy, I would like you 
to eeet Fara-Talet, foreer Starfleet cadet, now...” 

"Now a full-fledged revolutionary, Dr. McCoy. I’m pleased to meet you." She smiled as she spoke and McCoy 
thought he had never seen anyone so lovely. It was no wonder Kirk was attracted to her. Turning to the captain, 
her smile fading, she continued, “Dotstros has your Vulcan friend. My contacts report he was arrested yesterday, | 
don’t know if they suspect hia of being a Federation spy or if he just broke one of Dacara’s many laws. My 
operatives are infiltrating the prison now to discover what has become of hia, but I don’t think there is auch we 
can do." 

"Thank you, Fara. I know you’l] do all you can.° 

Something in the tone of his voice made her carefully scan his face, then her green eyes grew grave and her 
voice lowered. "Jia, our request goes against the prime directive, but will the Federation give us aid?" 

"If the Klingons start an attack you will have your aid, Fara, I promise.” Kirk was uncoafortable. He was 
very aware of Fara’s presence and tried to shut her closeness out of his sind. He needed it clear for the operation 
ahead and could not afford to give in to the emotions once felt by a seventeen-year-old cadet. 

Another san quietly entered the room. Like all Dacarans, he was seal] and slightly built, but what startled 
Kirk and McCoy was the fact that he was dressed in the unifora of Dotstros’ personal guard. Before he could react, 
Kirk was stopped by Fara’s agused laugh. 

"Relax, Jia, this is Staltus, one of Dotstros’ trusted comeanders - and ay right hand aan. Without hia the 
underground aovement would be worthless. 

Kirk stared at the Dacaran. "How do you avoid suspicion?" he asked with some surprise. 

"Easy, Captain," replied Staltus, "I am a very nasty person. For example, you are the eneay and under arrest. 
I shall personally take you to Dotstros." 

Kirk slowly got to his feet. "Now wait just a minute...’ 

Staltus smiled. "Hear ae out, Captain. I have just cose from Dotstros’ private cells. The Vulcan is there 
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and under heavy guard. They know who he is, they know why he is here. No, he hasn’t talked but some of those who 
came with hia have - they are now dead. There is only one way to get hi out of there, Captain, and that is to 
arrest you. Dotstros will be expecting an atteapt to free the Vulcan. If you are captured it will distract hia, 
take the pressure away froma us. I take you in - Fara gets you out.’ 

"But what about the Klingons?" interrupted McCoy. "While all of you are running around, they’re off somewhere 
laying waste to a Federation planet." 

"Not quite, Doctor," replied Fara. ‘While the rescue attempt it going on, Staltus will be in the Klingon 
headquarters taping all the invasion plans.” 

"l am well known to the Klingons, Doctor," laughed Staltus. ‘I am every bit as ruthless as they are and 
respected for it. Now, Captain, shall we go?" 

As they stood up, Fara touched Kirk’s ara. "This Vulcan, he’s very important to you, isn’t he?" 

Kirk looked at her somberly and nodded. ‘He’s ay friend." 

McCoy watched their exchange with some apprehension. He remembered Kirk’s description of Fara’s possessiveness 
and as Kirk spoke Something darkened Fara’s face, but he said nothing. Warning could come later if the rescue 
attempt was successful, 

They were almost at their destination when they ran into a Klingon detail. Upon discovering the identity of 
Staltus’ prisoner, thay got rough and Kirk was torn away from the Dacaran’s protective custody. It was only his 
Quick demand that Kirk be brought conscious to Dotstros that prevented Kirk from being killed on the spot. 

The interrogation had gone on for several hours but the conversation was still very one-sided. Spock, his aras 
tightly strapped to the pillar behind him, was focusing his attention on the unusual carvings on the ceiling across 
the room. His mind was recording the threats made by the Dacaran leader but he eade no effort to answer. There was 
a commotion at the door and a nuaber of Klingon soldiers came in supporting a limping figure. Spock came rigidly to 
attention - it was his captain! Their eyes met across the roos, each conveying to the other that he was all right. 

"Well, Staltus, I did mot expect you back here again tonight. Who is this person that the Klingons find so 
interesting?" His eyes lit up in delight when Staltus disclosed Kirk’s identity. 

"Jases T. Kirk - captain of a Federation starship, an elite vessel, a very iaportant and valuable aan indeed. 
The people of Dacara are fortunate to have you - as allies of the Klingon Empire you can well understand our 
interest in your presence here.° 

At that moment, James Kirk didn’t look very important. He had not arrived at his present situation without a 
Struggle. His clothes were dirty and torn - several nasty bruises were already forming on his face. His eyes were 
not fixed on the Dacaran leader but on the figure of his first officer. Seeing his gaze, the Dacaran laughed. Kirk 
could feel his anger rise, his anger against this pudgy little ean who dared to pledge the support of a peaceful 
planet to the attrocities committed by the Klingon Eapire. 


The next few hours were unpleasant but not intolerable. Finally, Kirk and Spock were taken to a cell deep in 
the foundation of the building. Kirk sank down on the rough boards which served as a bed and aassaged his throbbing 
ankle. He glanced at Spock and grinned. 

"I twisted it going up a flight of stairs, all by ayself." 

The Vulcan looked pained but proceeded to tear strips from an old blanket and strap up the ankle. Kirk tried 
walking around the cell and found it auch easier, 

"Thank you, Mr. Spock - you just ay be in line for McCoy’s job some day." 

"] aa not qualified for life sciences, Captain, you know that.” 

"Ua," said Kirk, but his attention was held by a large stone at the back of the cell. It was definitely aoving 
outward. 

"The friends you were taiking about, Captain?" 

"l would presume so, Spock, or someone who has taken the wrong turn during his afternoon stroll." 

"Sir?" said Spock, puzzled. But he received no answer for the stone had ceased soving and Fara was scraabling 
out behind a husky and incredibly dirty young aan. Her quick gaze took in Kirk and then aore slowly aoved over 
Spock who returned the stare with no expression on his face. He was, however, fully aware of the concern that was 
shown in that first look that had fallen on Kirk - and the obvious dislike directed at hia. 

"You’re certainly punctual, Fara,° said Kirk. 

"We aust hurry, Jia. The Klingons have decided to send out the first forces tomorrow - we didn’t think that 
it would happen until next week.‘ 

The s@all group hurried through the dark passages behind the cell walls. They were forced to join hands} even 
Spock with his incredible eyesight was totally blind in the enveloping darkness, but the young guide sade no errors 
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and they were soon back at Fara’s headquarters. McCoy and Staltus ware waiting for thea, a pile of computer tapes 
in front of thea and a small computer on the table already activated. An immediate council of war was held, 
opinions and argueents caee thick and fast. McCoy watched the proceedings with a worried expression. Jie Kirk had 
his hands full - he was not dealing with trained eilitary personnel. Fara had been in Starfleet but was no longer - 
eost of the group were dedicated to the survival of their planet, but they were all individuals, not the seooth 
fighting eachine that Kirk was used to dealing with. He noticed that Spock was also watching, offering opinions 
only when asked. His silence underlined his disapproval of the direction the eeeting was taking. 

Finally Kirk leaned back and looked directly at his first officer. He had been aware of the Yulcan’s growing 
Silence. “Coeeents, Mr. Spock?" 

Spock looked at Fara-Talet, conscious of the Dacaran’s coolness toward hie. For some reason she seeead to feel 
hie a threat. He didn’t have tiee to analyse it further, but as he spoke he could feel her increasing hostility. 

"Captain, unaided there is little we can do to stop the Klingons. Froa ey observations, the people here are 
Not well organized and they have a lieited nueber of weapons. Moreover, they do not take orders well and seme to 
have little respect for their leaders. They are apt to do whatever they want in a given situation which would sake 
any assault on the Klingons highly dangerous. ° 

Fara’s face flushed at his words but Spock had eyes only for his captain. Kirk was silent for a few eosants, 
then said, “Recoeeendations?” 

"I would suggeet contacting the Enterprise, have thea relay this inforeation to Starbase 9, As they are 
already on alert status, they could have ships covering both planets specified in the Klingon report.” 

"Be sensible, Jia," broke in McCoy. "Spock is right, this is a esatter for the Federation now, not for us - 
it’s too big. We need help." 

Fara rose to her feet, her eyes blazing. “So this is how our ’friends’ intend to help us, to allow the 
Federation to destroy our planet. You know what will happen ~- they will try to stop the Klingons before they have 
a chance to eobilize their fleet." She turned to Kirk who had also risen. “Famous starship captain - defender of 
the oppressed. I hope you are proud of yourself. J hope you can live with yourself when this planet is a dead hulk 
floating in space!" Turning abruptly, she fled froe the roo. Staltus got up slowly. 

"Captain, you obviously do not understand our ways. For that, we shall probably die. Reaeeber us.” His quiet 
gaze included all of thee, and then he was gone. 

Kirk turned back to Spock and McCoy, his face hard, his eyes anguished, 

"Captain,® said Spock, “we eust contact the Enterprise ieeediately - the longer we delay the ore difficult 
it will be to prevent tha Klingon raids." 

Kirk took out his coeeunicator, looking at it as if he had never seen it before. It was a spacial long-range, 
sub-space transeitter, capable of reaching the Enterprise although it was out of orbit and out of tha range of the 
Klingon sensors. Staltus had retrieved it from where Dotstros had put it during his interrogation earlier. He 
flipped it open and triggered the signalling device. Aleost ieeediately Scotty’s voice case through. 

"Captain! Thank heaven - are you all right? Did you find Mr. Spock?" 

“Yes, Scotty, everything is secure here. Jeplement plan 8. The Klingons are going to try to get to Schalos VI 
and Deneb II. They eust be stopped before they leave here. Are the other ships with you?" 

"They will be soon, sir. They left Starbase 9 a few hours ago. As soon as we are in range we'll beam you up." 

"Mr. Spock and Dr. McCoy will beae up, Scotty. I’a staying here.” 

"But, sir...!* 

"That’s an order, Mr. Scott. Kirk out.’ 

Shutting the communicator, Kirk looked up. "You say thesm people are leaderless, Mr. Spock. I’e going to do 
what I can to help. : 

"Jie," said McCoy, “just because you’re fond of the girl..." 

"That’s enough, Doctor. I don’t need your moralizing. Beam up to the ship when it gets here. That’s an 
order!" 

Kirk ran quickly through the streats heading for the eunitions duap. He knew Fara was in charge of its 
destruction. Maybe there was soeething he could do to help. A little distance behind, Spock and McCoy followed, 
Both were concerned about the captain - his emotional reaction to the situation eade Spock decide it was necessary 
to disobey Kirk’s order to return to the ship. 

"Blast it, Spock,” McCoy was saying, “stop hia! Have hia beamed aboard - do something!" 

"I ae atteepting to do soeething, Doctor. If you will be quiet I sight be abla to concentrate.” McCoy glared 
at hia but stopped talking, 

Kirk stopped short as he got to the stockpile. Fara was there along with a dozen or so of her group. And with 
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thea were the same number of Klingons. He quietly backed up and buaped into Spock and McCoy who had stopped a few 
feet behind hia. 

"What are you two doing here?” he demanded. 

"The Klingons are beaming aboard their vessels, Captain," replied Spock, avoiding Kirk’s question. "I believe 
that is the signal for the Federation to attack, is it not?" 

Kirk nodded. 

"Then there is nothing gore we can do here, Jim. This area will coee under full phaser fire within a aatter of 
minutes. Everything will be vaporized. We aust leave.’ 

Kirk looked at him, aute agony showing on his face. 

"Now listen, Spock,” said McCoy, understanding Kirk’s anguish, "there are twelve people who wanted no part of 
this. We can’t just walk away from thea - leave thea to die?” 

"We are three people, Doctor, three people against the awesome aight of the Federation fleet. What we do or 
don’t do here will make no difference to the outcome. If we atteapt the rescue, we will die. If we leave, and 
survive, we might be able to help avoid such a situation again.” 

"You’re not only not-huaan, Spock, but even a Vulcan couldn’t sanction what you just said...” 

Kirk’s quiet voice interrupted hia. He was looking at Fara, only he did not see the revolutionary leader but 
the Starfleet officer he had once loved. "No, Fara, I don’t understand you and for that you'll die, as surely as if 
I was holding the phaser." His eyes filling with tears, he turned to the others, "Come on, both of you, let’s get 
out of here!" 

"Jia, you can’t leave thea there!" 

But Kirk was already started down the street. Spock grabbed McCoy by the ara. "Come on, Doctor, we can arque 
about this later.° 

They ran after a quickly disappearing Kirk. Suddenly the ground erupted underneath thea and a blinding flash 
lit up the entire area. They flung theaselves to the ground as debris rained about them. Finally the explosions 
died away and the gloom of the night closed in on them again. Spock and McCoy cautiously got to their feat. 
Looking back they saw only a large depression in the ground where the aunitions duap had been. 

Kirk was lying face down when they reached hia. Spock put a restraining hand on McCoy’s ara, preventing hie 
from going any further, for he had seen the shaking shoulders and the head buried deep in the ares. Jim Kirk needed 
the privacy of his grief. 

* 


Spock’s vision cleared, the naee on the door came back into focus. Taking a deep breath he pressed the buzzer. 
The door slid open. 

Kirk was lying on his bed, his dress uniform thrown on the chair beside hia, the black shirt and pants he was 
wearing contrasting with the pale face. He did not acknowledge Spock’s presence. 

"Our guests have left, Captain. We are on course 24 mark 3, as you ordered." 

Still no response. The Vulcan’s dark eyes narrowed and he took a hesitant step toward the bed. "Jia..." he 
began. 

Kirk sat up and swung his legs over the side of the bed, his back toward his friend. Spock stopped short, then 
turned to leave, but Kirk’s voice brought hia to a halt. 

"Spock, do you know what jealousy is?” 

"It is a state where one is resentful toward another on account of known or suspected rivalry." 

"Yes, I suppose that’s the correct definition. For Fara-Talet was jealous, Spock. She was jealous enough to 
want us to die." 

"I don’t understand, Captain.® 

Kirk got up and walked over to where Spock was standing. "1 loved her once. 1 loved her so auch that | 
actually considered leaving the service. She wanted ae to - we broke up when I didn’t. She couldn’t accept that. 
Spock, she didn’t want to help with your rescue. And that outburst at the council eeet'ing - she was trying to get 
ae to go with her, to leave you, to leave the Enterprise. She was jealous, insanely jealous. And 1 didn’t see 
it. Iwas acting just as blindly as she was." Kirk turned away, he voice shaking, "1 almost killed all of us 
because I couldn’t see past a jealous woman!” 

Spock put a hand on Kirk’s shoulder, his quiet voice just reaching Kirk’s ears. "Jim, you showed compassion, 
you were trying to help people who had reached out to you. That is the person you are. That is why you receive the 
kind of devotion which can lead to jealousy. We all reach out, each in our own way." 

Kirk turned around, his eyes locking onto the Vulcan’s face. Spock kept his gaze steady - did nothing to cover 
the wide-open, revealing look that shone from his eyes. For a moment they stood, not as alien and commander, but as 


61 


two aen who knew the seaning of friendship. Then Kirk sailed, aischief showing in his face, 

"] think 1 will transfer you to life sciencee, Mr. Spock. You are definitely wasting your tie as first 
officer." 

"T fear that it would not be a wise decision, Captain. The head of that departaent is not talking to ae at 
the sosent. A slight misunderstanding concarning Vulcan ethics." 

"Ue," replied Kirk, ‘l seea to recall hearing that arquaent - one of a seriee, | believe. Well, perhaps you 
would be better off with your presant duties.’ 

"In this case, Captain, I am inclined to agree.® 

Kirk looked at the communicator on the desk. “But, incase! change ay aind, I think wehad better get the 
departaent heads at least acknowledging each other’s preeence." Hitting the intercom, he said, "Dr. McCoy, this is 
Captain Kirk. Report to ay quarters imsediately." He looked up to see the Vulcan getting out the Saurian brandy 
and some glasses. 

"You approve, Mr. Spock?" 

"Of your summoning the doctor, sir, the answar is yas. Of this,® he held the brandy up, ‘I would prefer to 
refrain from comment. ® 

The door opened for McCoy to show Jim Kirk looking in delighted astonishaent at his first officer. The change 
in the captain pleased the doctor - the uncomfortable expression on Spock’s face as McCoy noticed the bottle of 
brandy delighted hia further. Kirk saw McCoy start to bounce up and down and sailed to hiaself, “This may start a 
squabble," he thought, “but at least they will be talking to each other'!* 
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The furnishings told a great deal about the occupant. To the casual observer they would appear strange, 
iaposing, and uninviting. To the educated, they would suggest a certain culture, showing the influences which 
shaped and guided it, the veiled walls, the flickering light at the bottom of the guardian, the various articles 
about the room which suggested a warlike race. 

He was there. There was an unearthly stillness about this aan watching the flickering flame. It danced on his 
features, now highlighting a delicately pointed ear, now the dark hair finely sculpted to the shape of his head, now 
the high, arched eyebrows over brown eyes that never once wavered from the light that rose and fell in front of hia. 
The greenish tone of his skin was emphasized by the odd light. His absolute isaobility only added to the effect of 
his satanic appearance that many found so disturbing, 

Commander Spock, Vulcan First Officer, Science Officer of the U.S.S. Enterprise had been sotionless for many 
hours. It was the custom of his people to meditate, an aid in following their philosophy of non-eaotion. For Spock, 
who was also half-huaan, this seditation was a necessary part of his existance. Human emotion was not as easily 
controlled as Vulcan, and he needed these quiet moments to deal with the two conflicting natures that often 
threatened to surface, unbidden and unwanted. For, fight as he would to present to the universe a being who was the 
Vulcan ideal, time and again these feelings would surface and betray the inner aan. 

This was one of these times - and again the cause was Captain James T. Kirk, commanding officer of the 
Enterprise, the one gan in the universe to whom Spock had aade a deep, yet silent committaant. 

The cause of Spock’s concern was also sitting aotionless, but for a auch different reason. Tousled brown hair 
and sleep-fiijled hazel eyes ade hie appear young - too young to be the commander of a starship. He was in obvious 
pain. The broken ribs, only partially healed when he had been released froa Sickbay that @orning, were saking sleep 
alaost iapossible. In his atteapt to get cosfortable, Kirk had banged his side on the edge of the bed. Suddenly 
wide awake, he held his aching ribs until the pain subsided and he could lie down again. 

The giant starship was silent, manned by night personnel. Kirk had almost succeeded in falling asleep when the 
intercom at the head of his bed rang. 

"Kirk here.” 

"Message coming in from Starbase 12, sir. Priority one.” 

"On ay way. Contact Mr. Spock, Dr. McCoy and Engineer Scott - have them report to the bridge. Kirk out." 

Minutes later, Kirk arrived on the bridge. Spock and Scotty were there ahead of him. McCoy was the last to 
arrive, gruabling about the ridiculous hour and trying to pretend that he wasn’t studying the captain. He noted 
that Kirk was still pale and there was an unusual sagging to his shoulders, but he didn’t seea in distress, 

"Message ready, sir.” 

"Put it on visual, Lieutenant. ° 

The image of Adairal Wicker appeared on the screen, his face drawn. The situation was obviously an unpleasant 
one. 

"Captain Kirk, we have just received a message from the troop ship Horpandy. They have been attacked by the 
Haver fleet not far from the Haver hose planet. They have taken Admiral Peter West and left the Worsandy 
crippled. We have help on the way for the ship, but you’re the closest help for Admiral West. The area around the 
Haver home planet is still disputed space, so the Federation has noclear legal grounds for the presence of a 
starship. If you’re involved in any fighting - you’re on your own." 

Kirk and Spock exchanged glances, each fully aware of the danger that could lie ahead. Kirk looked back at the 
screen, knowing that his face reflected the gria look that he saw there. 
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"We'll do our best, sir. Kirk out.” 

"Peter West," said McCoy. ‘Wasn’t he just elevated to Under-Secretary of the Cabinet?° 

"He was, Doctor," answered Spock. “I presume he was on his way to Starfleet Headquarters to take up his new 
duties.® 

"Yes, well, obviously he didn’t aake it,” said Kirk. "Spock, what do we know about the Havers?® 

“Not auch, Captain. They are a warlike, barbaric people. Their ships are archaic by our standards, powered by 
nuclear energy but possessing surprisingly sophisticated weaponry. They often stage raids on Federation outposts, 
choosing to plunder and steal rather than to bargain for their needs. Federation vessels that have encountered thea 
report that they are shrewd fighters and show no mercy." 

"Great," said McCoy. ‘For this I got out of bed?" 

"I think we had better adjourn to the briefing rooa, gentleaen,® said Kirk. “We need a plan - fast. Mr. Chekov, 
plot a course for Haver. Mr. Sulu, warp 6 as soon as possible.” Looking at his three senior officers, he continued, 


*Shall we go?" 
* 


Kirk looked around the table. The situation was bad but he knew there were no better qualified people to 
handle it than those sitting in this rooa. 

"You know the situation, gentlemen. Opinions?® As always, his first glance was at Spock and, as he knew they 
would be, the Vulcan’s dark eyes were looking directly at hia. "Mr. Spock?® 

"The Morpandy ascertained that the Havers didn’t take Adairal West to their home planet but to one of its 
Satellites. They obviously -expect some atteapt to rescue the adeiral - alaost surely in the form of a starship. | 
would suggest sending the Enterprise to Haver as a decoy and a shuttlecraft to the satellite.® 

"They wouldn’t have a chance!" blurted Scotty. Spock raised an eyebrow at the engineer’s outburst, but alaost 
inpediately focused his attention back on Kirk. The captain had not reacted to Scotty’s outburst but was obviously 
turning Spock’s suggestion over in his mind. Then he seemed to come to a decision. 

“Agree, Spock. But the shuttlecraft crew will only have a slia chance so we can’t risk many people.” He looked 
around the table, then continued. "I'll take the Colapbus, Scotty and Bones will come with ae. Spock, you'll be 
in command here. The Havers will be expecting you - you’l] have to be careful. Stay long enough to let your 
presence be known, then get out. We'll leave the locational beae open on the shuttlecraft so you can find us. Hope- 
fully, we’ll be in orbit but, if anything goes wrong, you may have to coe to get us." 

Spock’s expression told Kirk that his first officer didn’t agree with his captain’s delegation of duties, but 
he gave Spock no opportunity to argue. 

"You have your assignaents, gentlemen. Scotty, get the Colapbus ready. We'll leave as soon as possible.” 

The group broke up. Kirk picked up some charts and started to leave, then noticed that McCoy was stil] sitting 
at the table, gentle and concerned eyes quietly analysing Kirk. 

“Well, Doctor. What’s troubling you?" 

"At the moment, the Captain of the Enterprise. Jia, you’ve been out of Sickbay for what - fourteen hours? 
You were badly hurt in that rock fall on Darien VII. If you remeaber, I alaost ordered a eedical leave for you, 
Captain, I aw seriously considering that leave to be ordered now." 

"Bones," said Kirk gently, "I appreciate your concern, but we don’t have any command pilots to spare on this 
eission, and we don’t have tise to order up replacements. I promise I won’t stand at the bottom of any cliffs. 
Satisfied?" 

"No, and I would get Spock to replace you except he was probably hurt worse than you. It never ceases to aaaze 
ae, whatever happens to you, he always @anages to be in the thick of it. Well," he rose wearily, °I suppose I can 
keep you patched together long enough to find Admiral West. But, please Jia, take it easy?" 


Spock met thea on the flight deck. “An additional message just received from Starfleet, Captain - coded and 
scrambled. Adsiral West was carrying the new defense plans for this entire sector of the Federation. Starfleet does 
not think the Havers suspect this, but if they should manage to acquire those plans...° 

",,.then we will be at war, Spock} a bloody, dirty war that could go on for years.” Kirk rubbed his eyes, 
trying to will away the tired, defeated feeling that was plaguing hia. A fleeting hint of worry crossed Spock’s 
face, but when Kirk looked up, the Vulcan’s mask was once again in place. 

"All right, Spock," he said reassuringly, "we'll get West. Take care of yourself. Get the Enterprise out of 
this in one piece." 

"I shall atteapt to do so, sir. I trust you will do the sase.° 

Kirk lightly touched Spock’s are and turned for the shuttlecraft. Spock watched the slightly liaping stride, 
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his worry increasing as the captain entered the saall ship. Then he left quickly for the bridge. This affair was 
going to be difficult, and it was going to get that way soon. 


The shuttlecraft left the Enterprise and was soon approaching Havershangt - one of three satellite bodies in 
orbit around Haver. Kirk was studying the sensor readout of the seall sphere. The report didn’t sound very 
inviting - aountainous terrain and a frigid, windswept clisate. There seeaed to be only one inhabited area on the 
surface, Few life foras were registered, but one of those was distinctly huaanoid. 

"I don’t suppose anyone is expecting a shuttlecraft, but we had better land under cover and go the rest of the 
way on foot,* Kirk suggested. ‘With the aountains for cover, it should be fairly easy to land undetected.* 

“How far dowe have to walk, Jia?" said McCoy with a bit of concern sounding in his voice. 

*Shouldn’t be too far, Bones. There’s a sheltered area not too far froa the settleeent. Shouldn’t be aore than 
a eile or so.° 

"That’s good. I! joined the service as a doctor, not a aarathon specialist." 

Kirk smiled but aade no comment, and aissed the real reason for his friend’s gruabling. McCoy was worried, 
really worried. He knew his captain wasn’t up to auch physical stress, and he had a feeling that a lot of trouble 
lay ahead of thea. 

They landed in the sheltered dip that had shown clearly on the sensors. Scotty handed out the phasers, McCoy 
got his medical kit, and they left the protection of the shuttlecraft. Kirk involuntarily coughed as the cold air 
hit his lungs. The sudden intake of breath alerted McCoy to the pain the dasaged ribcage was still causing. Recover- 
ing quickly, Kirk waved McCoy away before the doctor could get his aedi-scanner out. 

"I’p all right, Bones. Scotty, how far?® 

Scotty was studying his tri-corder. ‘Just over that ridge, Captain, about one kiloseter.° 

"Sood. We'll approach under cover. Don’t do anything unless I give the word, Let’s go." 

No guards seemed to be posted near the small group of buildings. The tri-corder showed only one building to be 
occupied. They approached it silently. Looking in the window, Kirk saw four Haver guards. Further down, Scotty 
discovered Peter West in a sealler room. After a whispered conference, Kirk waved Scoty around to a side entry and 
aotioned McCoy to come with hie. They burst into the room catching the guards by surprise. They were quickly 
disaraed and Admiral West released froa the adjoining rooa. 

"Well, well,” said West. “Jie Kirk! You are the last person I expected to see here. Did you and that big 
ship of yours get lost and wander into hostile territory?° 

"Not quite, sir,* grinned Kirk. “I take it you are unharaed?® West nodded. “And you still have..." 

"Yes, those have not been discovered, Jia, you can rest easy.° 

Kirk turned to Scotty. "Take a quick look around, aake sure there are no other Havers. We'll] meet you at the 
shuttlecraft." Scotty slipped out the door. Kirk turned his attention back to West and McCoy who were busy tying 
the aliens. McCoy stood up to survey his handiwork. “It'll be good to get back to the Enterprise, Captain,’ he 
said. ‘How do you think Spock’s doing?® 

"Knowing Spock, Bones, he has things under control.° 


But Spock didn’t have things at all under control. The Enterprise had approached Haver cautiously, knowing 
that they were expected. They were aet by a show of force which the ship handled without too auch difficulty. But, 
as they started to retreat, they were ambushed by three large warships and only the Enterprise’s superior speed 
and weaponry had kept the fight even. 

The Enterprise was gradually forcing the other ships back. Taking advantage of the situation, Spock ordered 
Chekov to plot a course back to the satellite bodies. ‘I think we have spent enough tiae as a diversion. Mr. Sulu, 
I want some distance between us and the Haver warships. leplesent warp S.° 

As Sulu aoved to obey, there was a blinding flash and everyone on the bridge was flung off their seat. The 
ship heaved with the strain of righting herself from the coabined phaser blasts of the eneay warships. 

Spock shook his head. His vision was blurred, the result of a sharp connection with the bridge railing. 
Running his hand across his forehead, he saw it was covered with blood. Cautiously, he rose and looked around, All 
personnel were returning to their stations except for Chakov, who was lying aotionless beside the navigation 
console. Sulu was fighting to get the Enterprise under control. Spock hit the comaunicator on the coamand chair. 
"Sickbay, send a teaa to the bridge iaaediately." He quickly checked the navigator. Satisfied there was nothing he 
could do, he atteapted to contact engineering but there was no response. “Lt. Haraon, get down to engineering - 
find out what is going on." 

Haraon liaped hurriedly into the turbolift, a nasty gash showing through a tear in his trousers which he didn’t 
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notice in his concern to find out what happened. 

"Wr. Spock,” said Sulu, “I can’t hold her. Something has happened to the controls - and the Havers are cosing 
at us again. We can’t take another combined blow like the last one. Qur shields are completely down on the star- 
board side.° 

Spock slipped into Chekov’s saat and checked the photon torpedoes - the system seeaed undasaged. Sulu counted 
down the seconds as the distance between the Havers and the Enterprise narrowed. He glanced at Spock, his  norsal- 
ly chaarful face drawn with worry. The Vulcan had his ayas gluad on the viewing scraan, his slander fingers poised - 
then they aoved and the ship shuddered as the torpedoes departed. A blinding glare flashed on the screen. As it 
Cleared, two of the Haver warships were stopped in space, one listing badly. The third had disappeared. 

The medical team arrived on the bridge. Dr. M’Sanga trmatad Spock’s head wound as the report cage in on the 
alaost total destruction of tha engineering saction. Seconds later, Lt. Haraon sade his ayawitnass report froma the 
site of the disastar. 

"It’s a mass, sir. Half the panels are burned out. Iapulse engines are completely destroyed. We have warp 
drive, but instrumentation shows that the power flow is uneven. I don’t know how long it will take to repair.® 

"Can we get enough power to navigate?" 

“We'll do our best, sir. Haron out." 

"Chekov has a concussion, Mr. Spock, but no other serious injury. Just a aatter of tise now." 

Spock nodded, his aind already smiles away. They were stuck in space, tine langth unknown to repair engines. 
Jia Kirk and the others should be leaving Havershangt. The Enterprise was going to be late for the rendezvous. 
If a Haver warship should intercept the shuttlecraft, the landing party had little hope of survival. Spock decided 
to go to engineering to see exactly what was going on. 

As he walked through the corridors, repairs were in ful] swing. Most sections wera in oparational readinass, 
but he discovered that reports concerning the engineering section had not bean exaggerated. He listanad without 
comsent to Lt. Haraon’s assessaent of the needed repairs. Scotty’s assistant knew his job well, and the Vulcan saw 
there was nothing he could do to help. If he would adait to the feeling, he was frustrated whan he left anginaering. 
He could only imagine what was happening to the landing party - he had no idea if thay were successful in rescuing 
Adairal West, and no one knew when the Enterprise would be capable of returning to the satallite. 


As West and McCoy finished securing tha Havers, Kirk walked over to the door, rmady to go out and join Scotty, 
As he opened it, the room exploded in action. He was driven back to the far wall by two aan, the taller one 
wielding a stout club. He hit Kirk viciously across his side, across the ribs that had only just begun to knit 
together. Kirk staggered forward, only to get hit again, and dropped to the floor with a quiet moan. West and McCoy 
had leaped forward instantly, only to be felled by a phaser blast. 


McCoy was hazily aware of being shaken. He tried to opan his ayes and was surprised that he could. After a 
second, the roo case into focus. Then he staggered to his feet. It was Scotty who was doing the shaking. 

"You all right, Scotty?" 

"Aye, Doctor. No permanent dasage." 

McCoy turned to Kirk who was lying, unconscious, on the floor. Picking up his medical kit, he quickly ran the 
Scanner over Kirk’s prone fora. Scotty saw the frown and wisely asked no questions. 

"Help aa raise hia up, Scotty," said McCoy. 

"How is he?° 

"Not good. He had three broken ribs. Those were reinjured, and two sore along with thea, Sose internal 
bleeding - why he hasn’t punctured a lung is beyond am, He’s got to stay absolutely stil] until we can get hia back 
to the Enterprise.® As hm spoke, he taped Kirk’s ribs as tightly as he dared. 

There was a quiet cough from the door. Looking up, McCoy and Scotty saw the commanding officer of the Havers. 
He was very tall with long black hair pulled back from his face. His complexion was a light purple and narrow 
yellow eyes gazed expressionlessly at Kirk lying on the floor. Lifting his eyes, he looked around the rooa. The 
vacant expression on his face sade McCoy shudder. 

"Your captain, he is not well?® 

"No, he’s not,” snapped McCoy. “He needs aedical treataent iaeadiately.* 

Kirk stirred and opanad his eyas. The Haver commander looked at hia coldly and continued, "I case to tell you 
that wa have removed Adsiral West to a better location. Oh, yes,” he said as an afterthought, “your shuttlecraft 
has been disabled, and, by now, your starship has been destroyed..." 

"No, not the Enterprise..." 
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"Jia, don’t get up!" But McCoy was too late. Kirk staggered to his feet and was hit iaeediately by a phaser 
blast and cruapled to the floor, McCoy was brought up short by the sage phaser. 

"You are staying here," continued the Haver commander as though nothing had happened. ‘There is no heat, no 
food -noway to get off the planetoid. You will die, slowly, painfully. Maybe it will teach the Federation to 
stay out of Haver territory." 

* 


The hours dragged by. The three aen huddled on the floor, trying to keep ware. McCoy had checked Kirk and 
found that his fall had caused one of the broken ribs to press against his left lung. The irritation was causing 
the lung to fill with fluid. Kirk drifted in and out of consciousness. They tried to sake hia coafortable but 
there was little they could do. McCoy debated with hiaself on the risks of performing surgery where they were. He 
didn’t have the required equipment, no sterile conditions, no blood for transfusions if they were necessary - but he 
knew he aight have no choice. 

Scotty got up and started walking in a vain atteapt to get ware. Kirk aoved restlessly. 

"He’s worse, isn’t he, Doctor. Can’t you do anything?" 

All McCoy’s pent-up worry let loose. “If you think you’re so saart, why don’t you try opening his chest in 
this filthy place - let in all sorts of infection. Sure, I could set his ribs and alsost surely kill hia in the 
process. Is that what you want?" 

Scotty went a dull red but didn’t answer. McCoy was iamediately sorry for his outburst. ‘Scotty, I...° 

"Forget it, Doctor. I had no right to say anything. I know you’re doing everything you can." 

McCoy walked over to the window, his frustration visible in his movements. "He’s developing pneuaonia, Scotty, 
I’ll probably have to drain that lung. That aight give us a little more tiam." He hit his fist against the window 
frame, debating on the best course of action. 

As he hit the frase, Scotty saw the wood around the window give slightly. Brabbing the table, the only article 
of furniture in the rooa, he smashed it against the wall. McCoy stared at hia in amazeaent. 

"Doctor," said Scotty, "I think you have just shown us the way out." He took the stout table leg and blow 
after blow hit the window frame. For a few minutes, nothing happened, then there was a loud crash and Scotty hit it 
with all his strength and his aomentua sent both of his aras straight through the sharp edges. 

McCoy was in ismediate action. “Quick, Scotty,” he ordered, seeing the severed artery. ‘Clamp this on your 
ara.” He worked quickly, but had a bit of trouble keeping up with the blood flow. However, ten ainutes later he 
finished sealing the last wound, 

Scotty looked ruefully at his areas. "So auch for ay contribution,” he said. 

"No permanent damage, Scotty,” said McCoy, “and it got us out of here.” He cleared tha rest of the debris out 
of the broken window. “Stay with the captain,” he said as he boosted himself through the opening. “Don’t let hia 
aove around. I’a going to see what is going on." 

There was no sign of the Havers and none of the other buildings seeaed to contain anything useful. McCoy ran 
to the shuttlecraft - if it wasn’t entirely destroyed, he could get the survival kits. At least that would keep 
thea going for a while. As he clambered over the last of the boulders, he stopped in his tracks. There were people 
gathered at the shuttlecraft and those people were dressed in Starfleet uniforas. McCoy gave a yell and thundered 
down to the group. 

"You certainly took your sweet tiae to look in on us, Spock. We need the Enterprise badly." Seeing Spock’s 
rising eyebrows, he continued, ‘West was here; we lost hia, Jia’s hurt. It’s serious..." 

Spock grabbed McCoy hard by the ara, aaking the doctor wince. ‘The captain - how..° 

"He was badly beaten by the Havers, Spock. Broken ribs, internal bleeding, and he’s developing pneuaonia. I’ve 
been able to keep hia comfortable, but he’s slipping. I’ve got to get hia to Sickbay!" 

Spock turned to the security guard standing beside hia. ‘Have you been able to contact the ship?” The young 
ensign shook his head. Spock looked at McCoy. “They aust have run into some problea to take thea out of orbit." 
McCoy frowned. 

“Well, we'd better get back to the captain and Scotty. He ducked into the shuttlecraft and came out with one 
of the survival kits. If they couldn’t get Kirk back to the Enterprise iamediately, at least he could keep hia 
ware. 

On their return, a phaser took care of the locked doors. Although Spock had been warned about the captain’s 
condition, it took all his Vulcan control to keep his expression iapassive. Kirk was very pale, his face and hair 
drenched with sweat and his breathing extreaely laboured. But he was conscious. 

"Spock..." A painful spas@ of coughing followed the word. 

"Jia, don’t talk - we’re taking you back to the Enterprise..." A warning shout from the other rooa sent Spock 
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and McCoy running out into a elem of Havers and Enterprise personnal. McCoy was flung to the floor. Spock put 
up a tremendous struggle but was overpowared, As McCoy was hauled to his feet and shoved over to where the landing 
party had been herded, he saw the Haver commander being helped up. 

*T had heard of the strength of the Vulcans,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck. “Up until now, I had not 
experienced it personally. My coapliaents, sir. You are a worthy adversary." 

Spock said nothing. After sizing hia up, the Haver turned his expressionless eyes on the others. “So, once 
again we have the Federation. My information appears correct - you did destroy our ships. Your starship is 
Obviously as dangerous a fighting vessel as it is reputed to be, but we failed to see any sign of it as we 
approached the planet..." Turning quickly, he struck Spock across the face, ‘Where is it, Vulcan?® 

Spock stood silently, a trickle of green running froa his aouth. “No, I didn’t think you would give ae an 
answer, But I know a way of getting you to talk." As he spoke, he walked over to the door that McCoy had closed 
behind hia as he entered the rooa. He flung it open, his weapon at tha ready. The rooa was eapty! 

“What happened to the captain?" Spock and McCoy exchanged glances - Kirk’s physical condition would not perait 


hia to go far. 
"It is of little eatter," continued the Haver. ‘We found an interesting item when we searched Adairal West a 


short while ago - certain defense plans. When I get those back to Haver, they should aake interesting reading. 
We..." 

A loud explosion interrupted hia and he aotioned his een outside to investigate, leaving hiaself anda 
lieutenant to cover the Enterprise crewaen. Then there was a shout and the sound of running feet, another blast, 
and total silence. 

The Havers looked uneasily at each other. ‘Lieutenant, go and see what has happened.* 

The an departed and the ainutes dragged past. There was no sound from anyone in the room. Many escape plans 
passed through the ainds of the Enterprise personnel, but Spock was covered by the phaser in the Haver’s hand and 
it never wavered. Clearly, if any of thea eoved, it would cost Spock his life. Then footsteps were heard aounting 
the steps to the building. The door opened slowly, forcing everyone in the room to focus his undivided attention on 
it. 

"No, it can’t be...” The sentence broke off as a phaser blast hit the Haver full force. He cruapled where he 
had been standing at Spock’s feet, but the Vulcan was no longer there. Three quick strides brought hia to the door 
where he caught Jia Kirk as he also lost consciousness, and gently lowered hia to the floor. 

"Quckly, Doctor," he ordered, but McCoy needed no urging. Grabbing his aedical kit from the other room, he was 
running to the captain when suddenly there seemed to be people everywhere. 

"It looks like the cavalry just arrived,® grinned Scotty as he watched a large contingent of Enterprise 
personnel pound across the compound. As Sulu ran up, Spock got to his feet. 

"Mr. Sulu, have the captain and Dr. McCoy beased aboard iawediately - aedical emergency. Mr. Scott, go with 
thea. Security team, come with ae. Mr. Bolton, stay here and keep an eye on this prisoner." 

The hue of the transporter was sounding as Spock headed across the compound. A quick check of the area showed 
the results of the fight. The other side had fared very badly. 

"You seea to have arrived in time, Mr. Sulu,® said Spock. ‘We certainly needed the help.® 

"But we had only just beased down when we aet you at the cospound, sir. Whatever happened here happened with 
no help from us." 

Spock stared at hia. If the landing party hadn’t aabushed the aliens, then there was only one other answer - 
but that wasn’t possible ~ not in the condition he was in! 


The Enterprise was on its way to Starfleet Headquarters. Mr. Scott was shaken when he saw the condition of 
his engines, but under his expert guidance, Mr. Haraon and his crew were getting the warp drive stabilized. Chekov 
had been released from Sickbay suffering from a slight headache, but otherwise none the worse for wear. 

Spock and McCoy were sitting in the Sickbay, the latter totally exhausted. In the past hour he had alaost 
lost Kirk twice - only the captain’s stubborn resistance got hia through the operation. 

Sulu arrived, accoapanied by a tall figure. Spock rose to his feet - McCoy was too tired to try. 

*Adairal West,” said Spock. ‘You are looking well, sir." 

"Yes, thanks to the quick action of the lieutenant here. Doctor, how’s Kirk? Would it be possible to see 
hia?" 

"He’s alive, Admiral. You can see hia, but only for a few minutes. He’s not very strong." 

The five of thea moved to the next room. Kirk was lying aotionless, his chest heavily bandaged. Sensing their 
arrival, he opened his eyes. 
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"Hello, Jia," said West. “Excuse me for Saying so, but you look even worse than the last tiae I eaw you. 
What’s he been doing, Doctor, staying up too late at night?° 

"No, ignoring ay advice to take a rest leave." 

"Cut it out, both of you," said Kirk. “Be serious. No one will tell ae what’s been happening.* 

"I could say the sage about you," replied West. “Lt. Sulu said you sade a one ean assault on the Havers and 
probably should have died in the trying as you were rather battered before you started." 

"Never mind that. What happened?" 

“The Haver ship has been destroyed, Captain," replied Sulu. “We were orbiting the planetoid, having traced the 
shuttlecraft’s locational beam back there. Mr. Spock had beaeed down with the landing party when our sensors showed 
the presence of a Haver warship and it was beaa.ing something down to the surface. On a hunch, I had the sensors 
check out the possibility of Adairal West being aboard. Life readings for one huean registered, so we beaaed hia 
aboard..." 

"You stole hia right out of the Haver warship?® said Kirk in surprise. 

"Yes, sir," grinned Sulu. “Then we challenged the Havers. There was no verbal response, but they did fire. 
Uh...we had damaged shielding so were forced to fire back. We aust have hit their nuclear pile - she blewup with 
the first phaser hit." 

“And, fortunately, the defense plans were blown up with thea," added West, “so that is no worry now." Noticing 
Kirk’s attespts to find a comfortable position, he went on. “How do you feel, Jigs - and be honest." 

Kirk seiled. “I think I’1] live.* 

“Live!* sputtered McCoy. “You have five broken ribs and a punctured lung, thanks to your fool heroics! Do you 
have any idea how dangerous a stunt you pulled down there?" 

"Bones, I had to do it. They had you at somewhat of a disadvantage. J peeked through the door after you left, 
and saw Spock with that phaser pointed at hia. I was afraid he would do something foolish." He seiled fondly at 
his first officer. "So," he continued, “I got your hypo spray, injected what 1 hoped was a proper amount of Rzhat, 
which I remeabered you saying was the best pain killer you had ever run across, and left through the window. It was 
a siaple process to set some explosives I found and get your captors to chase after ae." Touching his side gingerly, 
he said, “Running aacross the compound was not the easiest thing I have ever done. When the explosion case, | 
discovered J had aiscalculated the strength of the blast and was knocked off ay feet. | aust have passed out, 
because the next thing | knew a big Haver was standing over ae. I guess he thought I was dead because he bent over 
ae with his phaser within easy reach. I grabbed for it and in the struggle it was fired - fortunately directed at 
hia. It took ae a few minutes to get to ay feet. I honestly don’t remeaber what happened after that. When I woke 
up again, I was here." 

“And here you’re staying,® said McCoy firaly. ‘“Coee on, everybody - out!" 

"See you later, Jia," said West. "I know better than to arque with a ship’s surgeon.” With a cheerful wave, 
he and Sulu left. 

“We should be at Starfleet Headquarters in 14.3 days, Captain," said Spock. "The Enterprise is still only 
Capable of warp one...’ 

"Yes," interrupted McCoy, laughing, “and I don’t know who hurts gore, Scotty or his engines," 

"Doctor," said Spock, “that is a completely illogical statement. Engines cannot feel pain." 

Kirk started to laugh, but was brought up short by a gasp of pain. 

"Well," said McCoy, “you aust be feeling better if you can laugh at an idiotic stateeent from your first 
officer." 

"Doctor," said Spock icily, "I fail to see how you can find a logical statement idiotic.* 

Kirk sank down into the pillows and closed his eyes. He didn’t think he could stand another arguaent between 
the perennial combatants, 

McCoy felt Kirk’s pulse, then looked at the readings on the panel above the bed. Nodding to hiaself, he turned 
to the Vulcan standing beside hia. 

"Coee on, Spock. I’ve got some Saurian brandy in ay office and I think we could both us some. Jia’s already 
asleep and, | don’t know about you, but ay nerves are shot. We aleost lost hia back there.’ 

“And now, Doctor?" 

"Now?" Looking at Kirk, he answered in a slightly shakey voice. “It will take tie but he’s got all the tiae 
in the world, He’l] be all right.® 

Kirk heard a quietly released breath from the Vulcan and felt a ware hand gently brush a stray strand of hair 
from his face. 

"Doctor, I believe I shall join you for a brandy. As you said, recent events have been trying." 
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As Spock and McCoy walked sidm by side out of the room, the ghost of a saile crossed Kirk’s face. The touch of 
a hand and the tone of a voice had done more for him than could any medicine - and the knowledge of a friendship 
from two men that was too deep ever to be expressed. Darkness settled ins a soothing quiet oblivion; a healing 
sleep. 


YZ 





James Kirk let his gaze rove around the rec room trying hard to keep his growing sense of amusement fros 
showing on his face. The attention of all present was gradually focusing on the norgally quiet First Officer who 
was definitely out of character at the moment, holding an animated practically one-sided conversation with the chief 
engineer. Scotty, holding his usual glass with refills handy at his elbow, was doing his lavel best to keep up with 
what Spock was telling hia. McCoy had come in alaost unnoticed and stood for several eoments looking at Spock in 
aild astonishaent. Then he caught Kirk’s eye and eoved over to where the Captain was sitting, pulling a chair 
around to a position where he could keep the Vulcan under observation. 

“What brought that on, Jia? We haven’t baen on any wierd planets, no disturbances in our area of space since 
we made it back from that wild ride to Old Earth, Could this possibly be the beginning of some Vulcan cycle I don’t 
know anything about?® 

Kirk chuckled. ‘You only left out one thing, Bones...’ 

“Let ae guess - uh, something on the ship?° 

"Uh huh." 

"Let’s see, where does Spock spend most of his tiae. Duty station - can’t see how that would cause exci taent 
in the rec rooa. What else..." He hesitated, frowning a little as he pictured Spock in his off duty hours. His 
face lit up in a grin. "Computers!" 

"Very good, Bones, you’re a better detective than you let on. Computers it is. We received orders earlier 
today to head for Starbase 1]. We can finally get rid of those amorous coaputer circuits that have been plaguing us 
since Cygnet XIV. The new system that they have been testing for the past few years is now ready to be put into all 
the starships. The Excalibur is alaost finished - the Enterprise is scheduled next. It’ll take a couple of 
weeks to get the new equipment in and the computers reprogramed, then possibly a month of testing to aake sure it 
doesn’t backfire anywhere...° 

“Heaven forbid if we have to go through that amorous phase again - those computers in Sickbay were downright 
eabarrassing with some of their suggestions.” 

Kirk laughed. “I think these are iaaune to that sort of thing, Anyway, Spock hasn’t stopped talking about the 
new systea since the order case through. He already probably knows eore about thea than the programaers. I don’t 
think I’ve ever seem hia aore excited.® 

"Excited," said McCoy with a chuckle, “rather out of character but nice to see. The Human Spock needs release 
every now and then no eatter which route he says he had consciously chosen to follow..." He looked around at the 
people staring at the Vulcan, “I give hia about another 38 seconds to notice that he has become the center of 
attention...° 

McCoy wasn’t far off. Spock glanced up at one point and a deathly silence fell over the room as he saw al} 
eyes on hia. He visibly drew back into his shell. His sudden silence did not seea to affect Scotty who reached out 

-for the bottle at his elbow. 

"I like the idea, Mr. Spock. As it stands now there are times when it takes too long to activate the emergency 
warp. This new computer system sounds like just the job." He poured hiaself another generous helping of the aaber 
liquid. ‘To progress..." He held up his glass for a aoment, then downed it. 

As he spoke, the conversation gradually picked up around the room. Kirk could not tell if Scotty’s action had 
been deliberate of accidental but it had taken Spock out of the limelight for which he felt a stir of gratitude. 
Kirk knew how uncoafortable the Vulcan felt standing out in a crowd. 

The room gradually eaptied. It was the end of another dull day of warping through space. It would be aleost a 
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week before they got to Starbase IJ, and the daily routine quickly became boring, 

Scotty nursed his drink ashe talked awhile longer to Spock, then he called a cheery good night and 
disappeared out the door, bottle tucked under his ara. Kirk sailed tolerantly - there were few men better in the 
Fleet than his chiet engineer - and few who could @atch hia drink for drink. He had seen a lot try - and fail. 

"Come join us, Mr. Spock," said McCoy, ‘I won’t bite. But please spare ae from the new computers - J couldn’t 
understand it anyway." 

"That’s hardly surprising, Doctor," eaid Spock in a aild voice as he aoved over to join Kirk and McCoy. ‘There 
was a tape in your office which I took the trouble to peruse the other day. It seemed to focus on a boy named Dick, 
a girl named Jane and a dog called Spot. The plot of the story seeaed to be the capturing of a blue ball..." 
Spock’s eyes caught those of Jia Kirk and a conspiring gleam passed between thea. 

"Now wait just a ainute!" blustered McCoy. ‘That was a twentieth century reader - for prisary grade 
students..." 

"Well, Doctor, if you find that reading to your pleasure, be it far above ae to suggest aore suitable 
literature..." 

"Jia," said McCoy in an aggrieved voice, “are you just going to sit there and let hia accuse ae of reading 
"Dick and Jane’? 

Kirk couldn’t hold his laughter causing McCoy to pout. "Well, I can see J’a not appreciated here...” and 
stoaped out in @ock anger. 

"Spock, you really shouldn’t pick on hia so auch," said Kirk, still chuckling. “Still, I can’t believe he’d be 
reading ’Dick and Jane’..." 

"I believe Nurse Chapel put it there, Captain. She and Lt. Uhura had been discussing the retraining - prograa 
that Miss Uhura had been put on after our encounter with Nogad. She could not believe that she had had trouble 
reading anything as siaple so they got the tape out. | happened by just as Dr. McCoy had been invited to read about 
the blue ball..." 

"Spare ae," said Kirk. °J can only igagine too well what happened from there.” His eyes fondly held those of 
his First Officer. Spock had a sense of huaor as keen as any huaan Kirk had ever eat. It rarely surfaced, but when 
it did, it was always subtle and piercing - and alaost always at McCoy’s expense. 

"Spock, do you have any plans for the two weeks we'll be free while they reprograa the coaputers?" 

*Neg:a.tive, Captain. I had not given the subject auch thought. I have been somewhat engrossed with ay study 
of the new systea...” 

"Yes, I’ve noticed. Well, I’ve given it some thought and have decided that you and I should get away for 
awhile...® 

"Set away, Jia? I don’t understand..." 

“I’ve been doing some computations of ay own, It’s been aleaost nine aonths since either of us has had any real 
break froa this ship. 1 aean really away, where no onecan find us - away from the responsibilities, away fros 
Starfleet..." he grinned alittle °...and after that collision with the black star andthe ess with Captain 
Christopher and his friend I think..." 

"Jie, I don’t..." 

"Yes, I know, you don’t need a vacation, you thrive on the constant struggles of life. Well, ay friend, | 
don’t. Every now and then ay huaan nature gets the best of ae and wants out - and have I got a great out!" 

Spock only looked confused at Kirk’s use of an unfamiliar tera. Kirk smiled and continued. ‘I thought we’d go 
Caaping, Spock, out in the backwoods - just the two of us. How about it?° 

Spock looked down at his hands, not too sure how to answer, He felt no urge to leave the ship, indeed, he had 
been looking forward to assisting with the reprograming of the computers. Then he glanced up to see the hopeful 
look in Kirk’s eyes and he aade an instant decision. 

"] would be pleased to accoapany you, Jia.” As Kirk’s eyes lit up, Spock knew he had made the right decision. 
Suddenly, it was uniaportant to hia how long it would take to reprograa the coaputers. Kirk badly needed a vacation 
and if he wanted his First Officer to go with hia, Spock would go willingly. 

“Sreat, 1’11 send a aessage ahead so everything will be ready when we get there." He looked so iapish as he 
got up that Spock aomentarily wondered what he had let hiaself in for. However, he had learned that he could 
Noraally give as auch as he took and found hiaself looking forward to his Captain’s teasing challenge. 


“There they are, Mr. Kirk, just as you ordered. I’ve stacked all your provisions in that shed over there - 


everything you asked for.” 
Spock stood beside Kirk eyeing with slight distaste a rather rangy buckskin gelding who was staring back in a 
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somewhat siailar fashion. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Kirk glance at hia, a grin spreading over his face as 
he took in Spock’s expression. The Vulcan quickly put on his best neutral look. 

‘Here’s your aap of the caaping sites,” the stable owner continued, “you’]1 see marked the best places to fish 
and what plant life is edible...Guess that’s it, You’ve got two good horses there - Charlie, that’s the chestnut, 
can be a little headstrong - has a bit of a temper, like al] redheads. Raable, the buckskin, is an insurance policy 
on legs. The two pack aules are pretty dependable, but can be stubborn when the mood aoves thea." 

Spock eyed Kirk as this information was given, and Kirk knew what the Vulcan was thinking, He quickly broke in. 

*Uh,..thanks Mr. Stone. They sound aore than suitable. We'll pick up some things and be back about noon to 
get the horses." 

The silence lengthened as the two aen walked from the stable to the large store down the street. Kirk glanced 
sideways at Spock, but there was nothing in the Vulcan’s expression which even hinted at what he thought of how they 


were going to spend the next two weeks. 
They walked into the store, somewhat conspicious in their Starfleet uniforas agong the locals. But that lasted 


only a few ainutes. Soon they ware paying for jeans, shirts, boots, hats and leather chaps. Spock had still said no- 
thing. Kirk started to feel a little uneasy, suddenly wondering if it really was fair to drag Spock off on one of 
his wild whieas. He very auch doubted if Spock would ever be aoved to go on a cagping trip on his own initiative. 

“Spock,” he began tentatively. 

"Yes, Captain?’ Polite, non-comaital. 

"You all right?" 

Spock’s eyebrow lifted. He knew his silence would eventually get to Kirk and sake the huaan worry about what 
he had got the Vulcan into. But enough was enough. “Affiraative, Captain, only these pants seea to have a_ tensile 
cohesion lacking in the comparable garaent issued by Starfleet.’ 

Kirk couldn’t help laughing which was exactly what Spock had intended. ‘I agree, they sure are stiff - but 
you’ve never lived until you’ve broken in a pair of jeans, Spock. They become a part of you, fit you like a glove, 
move when you ove. Gosh, I can reaeaber a pair I had when I was..." 

He broke off seeing the puzzled look on Spock’s face. Obviously, he had never worn jeans aS a kid. ‘Never 
aind, just let ae know in six aonths how you feel about thea.’ 

"Six aonths?” 

"Takes that long, Spock, unless you sit for soae hours in the bathtub with thea on...° 

Both Spock’s eyebrows were on the rise. ‘Come on," said Kirk. ‘“Let’s go back for the horses and get going." 

Kirk was an old hand and packed his aule quickly. He already had his horse tacked by the tiae Mr. Stone had 
finished showing Spock how to balance the load on either side of his pack aule, Jeffrey. Kirk led the buckskin 
gelding over already bridled and showed Spock how to cinch up the aodified western saddle they had been provided 
with. Kirk sensed Spock watching very closely and knew that after today the Vulcan would not have to ask for help - 
that intricate brain had stored all the necessary inforaation for future use. 

Kirk handed Raable’s reins to Spock and went to get his horse, Charlie, and his pack aule, Sidney. He swung 
into the saddle as he had so often done as a youth, the easy feeling of familiarity making it seea as though it had 
only been a eatter of days, rather than years since he had last ridden. Spock looked dubiously at Raable patiently 
Waiting. He had been on a horse a few tiaes out of sheer necessity and had not found the experience to be particu- 
larly pleasant. Heaving asilent aental sigh, he put his foot inthe stirrup and swung aboard in a somewhat 
ungainly version of what he had observed Kirk doing. Kirk stifled a smile - no use discouraging his friend before 
they got started. He showed Spock how to coil the lead rope from Jeffrey’s halter so that he could gather it up 
easily or let it Play out when necessary. He did the saae with Sidney then, claaping his hat firaly down on his 
head and throwing a grin to Spock, he led the way out of the stable yard and off down the dusty street. Again Spock 
heaved a sigh, shifted his seat to a sore comfortable position, experiaentally kicked his heels against Raable’s 
side and aovad off after hia. 

A couple of hours later Kirk called a halt. He could feel his auscles starting to coaplain and knew Spock was 
probably feeling the same discoafort, although he would deny it. They had been riding through a large wood for the 
past half hour. It had an almost park-like appearance - the native gandy trees, which closely reseabled Earth’s 
aaple, never shed its leaves, allowing the native grasses to grow thick and luxurient under their boughs. As he 
waited for Spock to catch up, Kirk consulted his aap. A brief distance further there was a large streaa and 
suitable caaping areas. 

"There’s a good spot for a camp just ahead, Spock. I think we’ve gone far enough for today. Besides, 1 want 
to just sit around and do a little old-fashioned fishing.® 

Within minutes they arrived at the streas. The rushing waters were trapped in several places in deep, cale 
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pools, the crystal waters clearly showing everything that moved. They dismounted and untacked their horses and pack 
gules, carefully stacking the provisions into a natural hollow in a nearby rock. They watered the aniaals, then 
tethered thea on a long line which gave thee plenty of rooa to graze. 

Spock took off his chaps and sat down in the deep grass and took off his boots. He still found his new 
clothes somewhat uncoafortable, being used to the robes of Vulcan and the standard unifore dress of Starfleet. He 
wiggled his toes, savouring the freedoa of asovement. He watched Kirk as the Captain sorted out the caaping equip- 
aent. He shook out the two-aan tent, looking dubiously at the attachaents which hung at all corners. He’d never 
been all that good at putting up this type of old-fashioned shelter. 

Spock stood up, leaving his boots behind and took the tent from Kirk. He had never put up such a structure, 
but his logical aind easily assessed the only conceivable way it could be erected. They worked easily together and 
the tent was up in ainutes. 

"Spock, I’11 put the fishing pole together - you gather some firewood. I can smell the fish frying already..." 
He grinned at Spock’s beaused expression. He knew the Vulcan would not join in his feast, but Spock wasn’t going to 
spoil his treat by making any disparaging comment. He only had to go a little distance to find an old tree that was 
fairly rotten and collected all the wood they would need. He also gathered a fair amount of tannu - a tubular-like 
vegetable which grew in large amounts on this planet and were considered a delicacy. Spock was very fond of thea 
and looked forward to their dinner. 

When he got back, Kirk was perched ona large rock in the aiddle of the streaa. He waved cheerfully, then 
leaned back with his pole balanced between his knees, his hands behind his head. Spock sailed inwardly. Kirk need- 
ed to relax like this - it was seldom that either of thea were this free of responsibility. He stood watching his 
friend for a few ainutes, then turned and started to build the fire. 

Kirk lay looking at the bright blue sky, letting his thoughts drift. He remesbered other caeping trips, old 
friends, his family. He turned his head and watched as Spock busied hiaself at the caap. ‘I’ve had a lot of 
friends over the years,” he thought to hiaself, “but I never knew the meaning of the word until I eet hie. 171) 
never forget the first day | met hia, dreading having to work with a cold, logical computer. How wrong I was...” 

His thoughts were interrupted by a tug at the end of his line. He made a grab for the rod as it disappeared 
out from between his knees, alaost following it into the water. He managed to grab the end just before it 
disappeared. Whatever was on the other end certainly wasn’t just a little minnow. He braced hieself against the 
rock and settled in for the duration. His wait wasn’t in vain. Ten minutes later he landed a large aipra, a fish 
similar to Earth’s rainbow trout. 

*Spock,* he yelled, holding his prize high in triuaph, “Look..." As Spock looked up he saw not only the fish, 
but his Captain toppling backwards into the rushing waters. Kirk had stepped back but there was nothing there and 
he and his fish disappeared into the foasing water. Spock dashed forward not exactly sure what he was going to do 
because he couldn’t see Kirk anywhere. 

"Jia," he called anxiously. Nothing. No response and no sign of Kirk. Spock juaped nto the streaa where he 
had seen the Captain disappear. The force of the water aade it difficult to keep his feet but he kept groping. 

“Lose something, Mr. Spock?" The familiar, teasing voice aade Spock whirl around, alaost losing his balance in 
the process. Kirk was standing on the bank behind hia, dripping wet but still with the fish clutched firaly in his 
grasp. 

“Jia, are you all right?" 

Kirk had the decency to look a little embarrassed. “Yes, 1 landed in one of the pools a bit further down. 
Thought it would be easier to get back by dry land - didn’t aean for you to follow ay exaaple.° 

Spock waded out, his jeans soaking wet, but thankful he didn’t have his boots on. He looked down at his 
saturated pants. Kirk clapped hia on his shoulder. = 

*Reaeaber what I said about soaking your jeans, Spock? Leave thea on ~ let them dry - they’]] feel better.” 

Spock wasn’t particularly thrilled with the thought of squelching around for several hours, but anything would 
be better than the stiffness that he had been putting up with all day. 

They prepared their meals in silence, Kirk being torn between airth and syapathy for Spock who was stoically 
peeling and dicing his tannues preparing thea for the soup-like substance of the finished dish. Kirk cleaned and 
filetted his fish and put it into a pan to fry, the smell quickly filling the air. He could hardly wait... 


Spock stood up, reaching for Kirk’s eapty plate. "I°ll wash up, Captain.® Kirk was too content to argue and 
handed his plate to the Vulcan. He dug out a book froa his pack and settled back to read. Spock finished his 
Cleaning chores and went to check the horses. They were still contentedly grazing. Jeffrey and Sidney had sacked 
out, only bothering to wiggle their long ears as he spoke to thea. He went back to where Kirk was sitting. 
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The sun gradually set, the fiery colors staying bright in the western sky for a long time. Kirk had given up 
reading and was lost in the glory of the sunset. Spock noted the gradual oncoming of dusk as a fact of nature but, 
unlike Kirk, was not lost in the beauty. His nature analyzed the whys and hows of the changing colors, but his 
attention was aore on the human sitting so close beside hia. 

He had known Kirk now for a number of years - had seen hia in every conceivable situation, in every possible 
aood and yet Jia Kirk kept showing hia sides of human nature that Spock had known nothing about. Here was a captain, 
Starship rank, a man with power and authority, lost in the beauty of a sunset. Spock remembered McCoy once saying 
that Kirk was a romantic - eaybe he was right. There were many subtle degrees to Kirk’s nature that never ceased to 
surprise the Vulcan. He had been taught to deal with life in one ganner only - by logic. He had seen Kirk deal 
with situations in a dozen different ways, never reacting the same way twice yet rarely was he wrong when he used 
that sense he called intuition. Spock had yet to figure out what Kirk meant by hunches, but he could not argue with 
the results they produced. 

Kirk yawned, then looked at Spock and a slight spile touched his face. He seemed to know what Spock was 
thinking. 

"Come on, Spock, let’s water the horses, then turn in." Kirk took the horses and Spock let the aules. They 
went a little downstreaa where the water flowed more gently and let the animals drink their fill. Sidney went one 
step further and rolled in the water. Spock dropped the rope and got out of the way. He had been wet enough for one 
day! He waited until the aule was finished with his iapromptu bath and waded ashore before he made any atteapt to 
catch hie. He led thea both back to the tether line where Kirk was busy brushing off Charlie. He threw the brush 
over to Spock and chuckled. 

"IT see Sidney took care of his own grooming.” As Spock brushed off Ramble and Jeffrey, Kirk picked out their 
feet, They were all unshod, the terrain they worked on being easy on their feet making shoes unnecessary. After 
Jeffrey had stood on Spock’s foot twice while he was being groomed, Spock was thankful he wasn’t shod. The bare 
foot was painful enough. He stoically put up with Jeffrey’s antics, not wanting to arouse Kirk’s suspicions - he 
didn’t want any teasing. So far Kirk had held his tongue, but Spock knew with certainty that his greenness was 
going to be open season in a few days. 

Finished with the horses they went back to caep and got things ready for the night. Spock buried the fire as 
Kirk spread out the sleeping bags. Spock checked the tent, making sure he had put it up correctly. The last thing 
he wanted was to have it collapse - he’d never hear the end of it. 

Kirk slipped into his sleeping bag, He was tired and felt it. Just being on the Enterprise kept his under a 
certain degree of tension, even during the boring days. The responsibility of command was always nudging at his 
shoulder, just to let hia know it was there. It was always like this the first couple of days of leave. He would 
fold early, all the tension slipping away leaving hia momentarily exhausted. Within ainutes he was asleep. 

Spock stayed awake a while longer. He thought about meditating but then just let himself relax and listen to 
the night sounds of the forest, the occasional stomping from one of the horses intermingling with the other noises. 
He didn’t notice when he let sleep overtake hia, * 


By the tiae Kirk appeared from the tent Spock had coffee bubbling over the fire, had watered the horses and 
gules and was beginning to fill the packs that Jeffrey and Sidney carried. 

"Sorry," he apologized. ") don’t usually oversleep this auch." 

An expression as close to a smile as Spock normally ever got crossed the Vulcan’s face. "You needed it, Jia. 
We’re not in any hurry to go anywhere. ° 

Kirk Seiled in agreemant and sat down beside the fire, pouring hiaself a cup of coffee. He swallowed some and 
felt his hair start to rise. Whew, it was strong! He kept his face composed, not wanting to hurt Spock’s feelings. 
The Vulcan rarely drank coffee - probably liked it that strong those few times he did indulge. Kirk decided 
descretion was the better part of valor. “Think I'l] shave." He picked up his shaving kit and his coffee aug and 
headed off to the stream. There he diluted the coffee until it was sore to his taste, then washed and shaved. By 
the time he got back Spock had dismantled the tent and packed it and the sleeping bags aboard Sidney. 

They tacked up and within minutes were on their way, Kirk once again in the lead and Spock plodding along in 
the rear. Their journey took thea gradually out of the woods into a section of open rolling aeadows. Wild flowers 
grew in profusion and seall animals were everywhere, some scuttling out of their way, others standing in open 
defiance waving their tiny paws and uttering what could only be open challenge to the auch larger horses who were 
invading their territory. Side by side the friends rode along, idly chatting about the country they were passing 
through, laughing at some of the incidents that had happened aboard the Enterprise, or just sharing a coafortable 
silence. 
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Spock heard Jeffrey cough and turned to check on hia and stared in aosentary astonishaant at the eapty halter 
buaping along behind Kirk’s horse where Sidney should have been. Spock pondered aosentarily how he should best 
bring up the subject but could see no way other than just telling hia right out. 

"Jia, you seea to have aisplaced your aule.’ 

The reaction was all Spock could have hoped for, After Kirk stopped sputtering, Spock offered to sake lunch 
while Kirk backtracked and found the wayward Sidney. He disaounted and untacked Raable, loosening Jeftrey’s pack 
but not taking it off, 

Kirk was gone alaost half an hour. He found Sidney just at the edge of the woods, curled up in the shade and 
not in any aood to get on his feet. After sowe artful cajoling, Kirk finally got hie up but had to resign hiaself 
to bowing to Sidney’s pace. By the tiae he got back to Spock he was in a foul aood. Spock sensed now was not the 
tiae to pursue the subject and handed Kirk one of the sandwiches he had aeade along with a cup of coffee. He had 
gade it a lot weaker than earlier in the days Kirk’s reaction had not gone unnoticed. Kirk tentatively took a sip, 
thanking Spock with his eyes over the rie of the cup. He put it down, then sprawled back onto the springy grass. 
"You know, Spock, I think a @an could get to like this kind of life - doing not auch of anything..." His voice 
drifted off as he watched a flock of brilliantly colored birds ¢ly over where they were caaped. Spock watched thee 
as well, until they were lost in the horizon. Then he looked over at Kirk. ‘For how long, Jia?® 

Kirk looked up at the sky for a few aosents longer, then looked at Spock, his eyes acknowledging that he knew 
his world was elsewhere, that this would never satisfy hie for long. 

"However," said Spock, rising to his feet and putting away the things he had used to aake lunch, “a few days in 
this ateosphere are not unpleasant and...” turning as Kirk got to his fest, °...in sose cases, necessary." 

"As in ay case, not yours.* 

Spock’s expression softened. "Not necessarily, Jia.” Kirk’s eyebrows rose, but Spock didn’t go any further, 
leaving the huaan wondering what had changed between now and that tiee when, while they wera orbiting the uninhabit~ 
ed planet in the Oeicron Delta region, Spock had told hia that, for hia, vacations were unnecessary. 

They aounted up and turned their horses toward the rolling hills that were starting to loo in the distance - 
their destination for the night. They rode at a fairly brisk pace, Sidney seeming to be trying to aake up for being 
so irritating earlier. They stopped just short of their destination to take a breather when Kirk noticed that 
Jeffrey was only carrying loose canvas when his packs should have been full. 

"Spock, did you forget to tighten your aule’s pack before we set off after Junch?* 

If the Vulcan’s face could have fallen, it would have as he turned to look at the eapty packs. Kirk could 
have sworn that Spock auttered something under his breath as he sat staring at Jeffrey, but when he turned back his 
face was expressionless. 

"Jia, you go ahead and set up camp. 1’11 take Jeffrey and collect the supplies.” His tone left no rooa for 
teasing and Kirk looked after hie syapathetically as the Vulcan disappeared into the distance. Spock hated doing 
stupid things. He expected huaans to sake a aess of alaost all situations but was always acutely unhappy if the 
sase happened to hia. "Tit for tat,® thought Kirk as he swung Charlie around and pushed hia on into a trot. 

Very shortly he arrived beside the saall Jake they had decided would be a good place to stay for a few days. 
The fishing was good, lots of tannu for Spock, good grazing for the aniaals. Kirk disaounted and untacked Charlie, 
then pulled the packs off Sidney. Since this was a popular place to caep, there was a large paddock-like field 
bounded by high hills. It was a Sheltered spot, the hills ringing it euch like a natural fenceline. It had a 
streae running through it - a perfect setting for the horses. Kirk turned thea loose and Sidney went flying 
straight into the streas where he wallowed in bliss. Charlie looked at hia disdainfully and rolled in the tall 
grass, his chestnut legs waving in the air. Then they settled down to the serious business of eating. 

By the tise Spock arrived Kirk had the tent up, slesping bags ready, had caught two small fish for dinner and 
collected tannu for Spock. He had also found a good supply of aushrooas and picked enough for both Spock and 
hieself. 

Spock wasn’t exactly what could be called in a towering rage, but he wasn’t far froa the Vulcan version of it. 
Unknown to Kirk, as he had turned to gotothe caap, Jeffrey had suddenly decided that he didn’t want to leave 
Sidney. He had firaly planted all four feet and unless Spock let hia go the way Sidney had disappeared with Kirk, 
Jeffrey wouldn’t aove. Finally, in exasperation, Spock had wound the lead rope around the saddle horn and literally 
dragged the loudly protesting aule back the way they had co@e. As they went, Spock discovered that the pack hadn’t 
dropped in one piece, but found bits and pieces of the load all the way back to where he and Kirk had eaten lunch. 
When he finally had everything firaly tied in and turned to the east where Kirk had set up cap, Jeffrey decided to 
aove. He was still tied to the saddle horn and practically lifted Ramble right off his feet. For the entire trip 
back to caap Spock had to deal with a bucking, plunging, braying aule. By the tiee they reached their destination 
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his nerves were frazzled, to say nothing of both Ramble and Jeffrey. 

Kirk took pity on his friend and took Jeffrey, He got his packs off and, with a bit of muscle, managed not to 
lose hie before he got his harness off, then sent hia galloping off to Sidney who ignored hia completely. Raable 
was too tired to want to go anywhere or do anything. Spock led hia down to the lake and they both waded in knee 
deep and Spock gave Ramble a bath. The horse stood with his eyes half closed in bliss, his aching auscles soothed 
by the cool water washing over hia. He had a drink, then Spock turned hia out with the others. He only went a few 
feet before flopping down. Even Charlie’s curious nose pushing at hia didn’t rouse hia. 

Kirk helped Spock unpack. “Rough trip?" he asked sympathetically. 

Spock looked at hia for a aoment, then a gleas touched his eyes. "Let’s just say that Jeffrey can be as head- 
strong aS certain humans [ know.” Spock saw the challenge had been accepted. Kirk wouldn’t hold back now. He 
found his frustration receding and could alaost see the funny side of the afternoon’s events, now that they were 


over. * 


Dinner had long since ended. Kirk had gone to make sure the horses were securely in their field so he and 
Spock wouldn’t have to chase thea over unknown giles the next aorning. Spock washed the dishes in the lake. They 
were both tired after the day’s trek and went to bed early. 

Kirk drifted on the edge of sleep, quietly chuckling over the incidents of the day. Spock was preparing 
hiaself for meditation when a loud ‘ping’ sounded followed by a louder whistling noise. They both were instantly 
awake. 

“What was that...” Kirk didn’t get any further. There were several more loud pings and whistles, then the tent 
collapsed. Yards and yards of climatized polynylon folded down and buried thea. 

Spock lay in total silence not quite believing what had happened, Then Kirk started to laugh. He giggled, he 
whooped, he roared. Spock struggled out of his sleeping bag and pulled at the material enfolding hia. He seeaed to 
be getting nowhere fast. From the renewed ]aughter from Kirk and the huaping and bumping at his side of the tent 
Spock suraised that Kirk was having the sage trouble he was. 

They finally fought their way free. Kirk was weak from laughter and collapsed in a heap on the grass. 

"Spock,..* he gasped, "l’m sorry...didn’t mean to...didn’t mean...” then he broke up again, tears streaming 
down his face which was bright red from laughter. Spock shook his head. He could see nothing funny in the present 
situation. He groped around and found his sleeping bag, then Kirk’s. He sat down on the grass and waited for Kirk 
to stop laughing. Finally he got hisself under control. 

"Spock, 1 really thought 1 had it up properly. [ watched you so carefully yesterday.” He looked ruefully at 
the tangled aess of aaterial lying at his feet. "I don’t think it’s auch use trying to get it back up tonight.’ 

Spock nodded in silent agreement. 

"However," Kirk continued looking up at the sky, “there aren’t any clouds, 1 see no reason why sleeping in the 
open should cause any probleas.* 

The thunderclaps at dawn told Spock why they shouldn’t have slept out in the open. The sky opened and the 
rains bucketed down. Kirk buried hiaself deeper into his sleeping bag, seeingly oblivious of the downpour. Spock 
burrowed aiserably into his with the feeling that he had had quite enough of nature and running up and down on green 
grass. 

By the tise Kirk poked his nose out, the rain had stopped and the porous soil had absorbed all the water, 
leaving everything clean and dry. Spock was already up and had sorted out the tangled mess that was their tent. He 
was in the process of putting it up. Kirk at least had the decency to look shame-faced, 

"Sood morning, Jia." 

“Morning, Spock. I hope you got some sleep last night.” 

"Affirmative." Spock turned back to his work. Kirk sat and watched. As far as he could tell Spock was doing 
it in exactly the sage way as he had the night before, but he knew Spock’s tent would stay put and not repeat the 
episode of last night. 

They stayed at the campsite for the rest of the week. Kirk swaa a lot, fished, read and slept. Spock did some 
exploring, finding some unusual plant speciaens which gave hie plenty of research to log. He often watched Kirk as 
he swaa but did not join hia. They spent long hours talking, arguing, or just enjoying a satisfying silence. Spock 
had brought along a chess set and many pleasant hours were spent, the games won and lost stayed on an even balance. 

Finally they got the itch to aove. On a clear, brilliant aorning they broke camp and headed to the east. As 
they jogged through the fields, Spock suddenly realized the jeans he had found so uncoafortable ten days earlier now 
fit. He had practically lived in them, they had been rained on, waded in, some days were wet sore than they were 
dry. Kirk had told hia that they would become like a second skin - Spock hadn’t believed him but he couldn’t 
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dispute the results he was experiencing, 

Kirk, lost in thought, didn’t pay any attention to the vines that hung from the large trees along the wood’s 
edge. Spock looked at thea with curiosity - he had not seen formations quite like that before, their intricate 
twining vines interlacing one with another. He looked ahead at Kirk but was too late to call a warning, The vine 
was strung across the path and Kirk was looking back at Sidney, 

"Jia..." But his voice only echoed with the dull thump as Kirk landed on his backside, Sidney niably side- 
stepping to avoid stepping on hia. Ramble came to an abrupt halt - bracing hiaself as Jeffrey bumped into hia 
from behind. Then he reached his head forward and gently blew down his nose, ruffling Kirk’s hair. Spock noted 
that the sun had turned the Captain’s hair almost the same gold color that made up Raable’s buckskin coat. Kirk got 
to his feet gently rubbing his backside. 

"Spock, you could have warned ae...” 


"l did try, Jia. Are you all right?" 
"My pride’s bruised, otherwise I’m fine.” He collected Charlie who had wandered off the trail just as he saw 


Sidney getting ready to lie down. He vaulted into the saddle and had grabbed Sidney’s rope and jerked hia to his 
feet before Spock could react. He gave Ragsble a kick, catching up to Kirk. 

"1 didn’t know you could ’cowboy’, I believe is the tera, Captain.” 

Kirk grinned. "I didn’t either, Spock, but I couldn’t bear the thought of Sidney lying down. It was all I 
could do to get hia back onto his feet last time he aanaged it.” 

They were soon out of the woods and started across a sandy stretch of ground, the grass here was aore wiry than 
the lush vegetation surrounding the lake where they had camped. The sun blazed down from a cloudless sky but it 
wasn’t the uncomfortable blazing sun of earth - this sun just made the warath feel good, eaking unwary travelers 
leave theaselves open to problems. Kirk brought Charlie to a halt and peeled off his shirt, stuffing it into his 
saddle bag. Seeing the inquiring look on Spock’s face, he chuckled. “I’m on vacation, Spock. When a hu@an goes on 
vacation he’s supposed to come back with a tan. I refuse to be different.” Spock inwardly sighed. He would never 
understand hu@ans and their idiosyncrasies. How could changing the color of one’s skin by burning the outer surface 
to a darker color possibly signify that that person had been away from their normal occupation? 

They pitched caap early that day. It would be their last night in the wilderness. Tomorrow they would arrive 
back where they had started, give back their horses and become Captain and Commander, care and responsibility would 
again be an integral part of their life. They could no longer afford to be the two loafers they had become the last 
ten days. Kirk went off to get soee fish and tannu for dinner. As he sat on the edge of the stream waiting for a 
nibble, he found his thoughts straying to the Enterprise, her crew, the problemas that he was likely to eet when 
he returned. He smiled to himsel#. "Two weeks, Jia Kirk, you’ve left your lady for two weeks and you’re worried 
about her. I’a beginning to believe ships really do have a life of their own. She asks a lot of those privileged 
to sail her - she asks the aost from her Captain...” 

He was startled from his reverie by Spock sitting down beside hia. He smiled a welcome but then continued to 
look down the line that disappeared into the water. Spock leaned back against a rock and followed Kirk’s gaze. The 
Silence stretched out. Sradually Spock’s gaze changed from the water to Kirk. His Captain semed to be lost in 
thought - the boyish enthusiasa he had been exhibiting the past week was gone ~ the young commander had returned. 
The mantle of responsibility had settled again on his shoulders. Spock sighed to himself. At least Kirk had had 
this break - he had been worn out, the rest had done hia good. 

He was interrupted by Kirk pulling in his empty line and getting to his feet. "Spock, I’ starving. I can’t 
wait for some silly fish to come along. Can I share your eal?" 

Spock was instantly on his feat. "Of course, Jim. I think you'll like it. I fixed it ina way ay father 
showed ae @any years ago..." 

Kirk looked at hia in agusement. ‘1 didn’t know Vulcan gen cooked." 

Spock looked solean. "Not Vulcan men, Captain, Vulcan warriors. We al] learn how to survive - this is only a 
seal! part of it.” 

Kirk sobered. "0 course,” he said. They walked side by side back to camp. Kirk silently wrapped up in his 
own thoughts. Spock knew he would gradually lose the carefree Kirk he had come to know these past days and the 
Captain he knew better would return. Few people knew Kirk outside his profession - fewer saw hia totally relieved 
of the responsibility of command, saw the open, carefree aan - the boy, not the aan. Spock knew he revealed little 
of hiaself to others. He wondered if Jim Kirk knew he did the same for entirely different reasons. 

Spock busied himself with the tannu and other vegetation he had gathered. Kirk unrolled the sleeping bags. 
The tent was already up. By unspoken autual consent, Spock had put it up every night since Kirk’s disasterous 
attempt. Every time Kirk watched he was convinced he had put it up exactly the same way as Spock, but he also knew 
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that if he tried it the tent would surely land on top of them again. He went over and brushed off the horses. He 
had grown very fond of Charlie and felt a pang of regret when he realized that this would be the last night he would 
be caring for hie, This ties tosorrow they would be bea@ing back aboard the Enterprise. Spock’s call brought hia 
back to the present. He gave Charlie a pat on the shoulder and went back to the caap. 

He couldn’t reaeaber when he had tasted anything as good. Spock had skillfully blended the native vegetables 
with some herbs, aaking a delicious kind of stew - only this had tannu as a base instead of seat. He had a very 
large second helping, then pushed his plate away and lay back with a groan. 

"McCoy’s going to kill ae!” 

fpock’s eyebrow lifted in silent acknowledgaent. He knew of McCoy’s long battle with Kirk about eating 
properly. He was either berating Kirk because he wasn’t eating enough and was losing weight, or cutting hia down to 
what Kirk disparagingly called ’green leaves’ because his weight got one or two pounds above what McCoy considered 
Kirk’s optiaua. Spock went through the sage routine occasionally, but aostly because McCoy couldn’t stand any of 
the Vulcan dishes that Spock liked. He usually turned a deaf ear to McCoy’s barbs which tended to stop the doctor 
in a hurry, 

"T’]] wash up." 

Kirk was ieeediately on his feet. "No you don’t, Spock. You cooked - I'll wash. Besides, I need a bath. 
I’1] take the plates with ae...’ 

Kirk was gone a long tiae. When he case back he was eapty handed and shamefaced. He had lost all the dishes 
and had spent a long tige groping along the streae bed trying to find thea but with no success. 

"Just as well we get back to civilization tosorrow, Spock. All we’ve got left now is a coffee pot and nothing 
to pour it into. Oh well, 1’i1 just start ay diet a day early." His irrepressible grin was back. There was no way 
he could stay down for long. 

"Indeed, Jia, I think the synthetic foods of the Enterprise are going to be somewhat difficult to face after 
these past two weeks." Kirk nodded in agreeaent, the eeaories of freshly frying fish etched sharply in his brain 
along with the dinner that Spock had aade, 

They talked late into the night, the flame of the firelight accenting their features, the fairness of the 
huean, the darkness of the alien. Two friends living as friends in a way they rarely could - savouring these last 
hours before their life would again catch up and claie thee. 

Kirk finally drifted off to sleep beside the fire. Spock was loathe to wake hie. This was the last peaceful 
night’s sleep his Captain would get for quite soes ties. He put Some aore wood on the fire and sat down again. The 
night sky was clear, the stars shining brilliantly against the black velvet background. The sky eomentarily lit up 
froa ashower of aeteors, disturbing Kirk’s sleep. He aoved restlessly for a few aosents, then lay still. Spock 
Sat looking at hie, struck not for the first ties how young and vulnerable Kirk looked when he slept. McCoy had 
been the first to point it out those sany years ago when they first becaee shipaates. At the ties, Spock had 
thought it an unusual comsent - how huaans looked when they slept held little interest for hia. Now he found 
hieself alaost always savouring these quiet aoaents standing guard over his friend. 

Spock was still sitting there when Kirk woke up the next sorning. It took hia a few soaents to realize where 
he was. He sat up with a yawn, "I’1] adit 1’ve been lazy on this vacation, but this is the first tiee I aanaged 
to stay in ay clothes all night...” He grinned, rubbing his hand across the back of his neck to relieve soe of the 
stiffness. ‘You get any sleep?" 

"Not necessary on ay part, Jia...* 

"T know,” broke in Kirk, "J’a a little aabivalent about going back to work, too." His face was solean. “But, 
as you Said, Spock, we’re intruders here. We belong on the Enterprise." He griaaced. “Got a bit of sunburn 
yesterday - ay back feels hot. Give it a couple of days and it’l] turn into quite a tan." He got to his feet. 
"When’s breakfast going..." He suddenly broke off remeabering what had happened the night before. "Oh, right, we 
were Starting our diets today, I forgot.° 

They broke caap, taking down the tent and rolling up the sleeping bags which neither of thea had used and load- 
ed Sidney and Jeffrey, The sun was hotter in this section - the cool air near the hills was absent here. Kirk 
threw a teasing glance at the Vulcan. “Spock, why don’t you take off your shirt. Let’s really get tanned ~ show 
the others we actually roughed it." 

"Captain, I don’t...’ 

"Oh, come on, Spock. 1’a not asking you as your Captain." 

Spock looked trapped. He could see no use in exposing hiaself unnecessarily to the scorching rays eaitting 
from the large star of this planet, but he could see no way of refusing gracefully. With a pained look he slowly 
took off his shirt and folded it neatly into Ramble’s saddle bag, He checked Jeffrey’s pack, then swung up onto 
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the buckskin. He was still awkward in his riding, hard as he tried to copy Kirk who sat on his chestnut gelding as 
if he’d besn born there. Kirk had teased him about being a greenhorn and Spock knew he deserved every barb. Try as 
he would, he knew he would never be coafortable on a horse. 

The miles stretched along behind thea as they jogged along. Since there was nothing to eat they didn’t plan a 
rest stop but let the horses pick their own speed, stopping at intervals to water thes. They knew they were close 
to howe and even the aules gave no arquaent to the pace Charlie and Ramble set. The sun shone down. Kirk had put 
on his hat, Spock’s was still in his pack where he had put it the first day. Having grown up in a desert clisate he 
did not find the beating sun particularly uncoafortable. 

They arrived in the seall town aid-atternoon. Charlie shouted his greeting as they rode into the large stable- 
yard. Mr. Stone cage out of his seall office. 

"Nelcome back - and smack on tiee, too. I trust everything went all right." 

"Everything was fine, Mr. Stone. The horses were as good as you claimed, and your aules...well, they have a 
sense of hueor." 

Stone laughed heartily. "You don’t have to tell ae. I can guess. Ramble looked after you, didn’t he, Mr. 
Spock?" 

Spock’s eyebrows rose. "If by that you ean that he did as I asked, the answer is affirsative.” 

Stone turned to Kirk. “He always talk like that?" 

Kirk smiled at Spock’s insulted look. "Most of the tiae, Mr. Stone." He turned to unsaddle Charlie in order 
to save Spock from any teasing. Spock proceeded to do the saae to Ramble. Mr. Stone gave a yell and soae boys caee 
running. 

"Take the aules, David, get their packs off and turn thes out. Stan, you take Charlie - Pat, Ramble. Grooe 
thea well, then give thes their regular feed. Damp the grain. They’ve been on grass the past couple of weeks - dry 
grain’]] be a bit hard on thea right off.” 

Spock and Kirk fished their shirts out of the packs and put the on. Kirk looked wistfully at the rest of the 
gear, then turned to Mr. Stone. "Guess 1’1] leave you the rest of this stuff - where we’re going we won’t have any 
use for it.” 

David came running out of the house where he’d gone after turning Sidney and Jeffrey out in the field. He was 
carrying a large bag. ‘“Here’re your uniforas, Captain. Mom had thes cleaned while you were gone." 

"Nhy, thank you, David. How auch do I owe you for that, Mr. Stone?" 

"Forget it, Captain. You’ve aore than repaid ae with these supplies.” 

They said their goodbyes, Mr. Stone assuring thea that they could rent his horses anytime. He rarely had 
customers who took better care of his animals. Nith one last lingering look Kirk turned to go back to the 
Enterprise, Spock, as, always, by his side. 

Only Scotty was in the transporter room when they beaged aboard. Most of the crew were still planet-side, 
their leave not officially ending until noon of the next day. Kirk always returned a day or so sarly so that any 
details that needed his attention could be attended to before the ship was officially back on duty. As the Captain 
and First Officer aaterialized, Scotty’s eyebrows rose alittle. Kirk had obviously been out in the sun, the 
scarlet tone of his skin attesting a healthy sunburn and his hair was almost straw colored, But what really caught 
Scotty’s eye was the bright green First Officer. He had never seen a sunburned Vulcan before and it had never 
occured to hia that one would turn green. Nell, why not? They had green blood and on the rare occasions he had 
ever seen Spock blush he had always turned green. 

"Nelcome back, Captain, Mr. Spock. I trust you had a good leave,” 

"The best, Scotty,® replied Kirk. “Nhat did uou do? Study technical journals?" 

"Aye, sir, that I did. And no one disturbed ae. I got a lot done.® 

"Scotty, you’re...incorrigible.” 

"Mr. Scott,’ said Spock, "are they finished with the reprograming of the coaputers?" 

"They’re doing the last runthrough tosorrow, Mr. Spock. Then we’ll be ready to run thea through under actual 
working conditions." 

"Then, if you’]] excuse ae, Captain, I’d like to review the prograaing again if you don’t aind.” 

"Go ahead, Spock, l’ve got things I have todo. 1’1] see you at dinner.’ 

Scott watched in aausesent as the Vulcan walked out of the transporter rooa, then turned to Kirk. "Captain, 
I’ve never seen anyone that color before..." 

Kirk grinned. "Neither have 1, Scotty, and it’s all ay fault, 1’e afraid. I think Spock’s trying to ignore 
it. Hopefully it’ll tone down before toaorrow with abit of luck.’ 

"Begging your pardon, sir, but you’re flaming a bit, yoursel¢.” 
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"IT know. 1’a radiating heat from the waist up, but I’ always doing that. No one will take any notice, " 

"Don’t bet on it,” thought Scotty as Kirk walked out the door. 

Kirk found a lot of paper work waiting for hia when he got to his quarters. He sat down shuffling through it - 
Nothing exciting, just the usual boring red tape that every comeanding officer was faced with. He dug in, 

The buzzer rang. Without looking up Kirk pressed the autogatic lock. 

"Come in. 

He glanced up after signing his nase to the last report to see Spock standing there. He was a auch darker 
green than earlier in the day. Kirk flinched a little. 

"Spock..." 

"Captain. Dinner has alaost ended. J cage to see if you still wanted to eat." 

"Good grief, is it that late?" Kirk looked at the chronometer. He had been working for five hours straight. 
He realized he was starving. Shoving back the report he gingerly stood up. He really did get a burn - his shirt 
felt sore like sack cloth than anything else. 

"Coase on, let’s go." 

There was no on else at dinner except McCoy. All the others still on board had eaten and left. McCoy glanced 
up to see a vision of red and green walk in. An astounded grin crossed his face as he watched his friends get their 
geal and cose over to join his. 

"Well, well," he said. "I didn’t know it was Christaas on this planet.” 

"Come again, Bones,” said Kirk, “it’s not Christeas, you know that." 

"Sure could have fooled ae,” said McCoy. ‘Why else would the decorations be red and green? That’s an unusual 
color, Mr. Spock. Sure you don’t want ae to take your blood pressure?" 

Spock gave hia a withering look and turned his attention to his eal, deliberately ignoring the doctor. McCoy 
chuckled, 

"How was your leave, Jia, get lots of sleep? J can ses you got a lot of sun," 

"It was great, Bones. I haven’t enjoyed ayself that auch for a long time. You really should’ve come with us. 

“Wope, don’t like horses. ‘Sides, I had a good tiae, too, but I won’t go into details in front of our innocent 
Vulcan. I’d truly hate to see hia turn any greener than he is right now!" 

If looks could kill, McCoy would have been struck down on the spot, As it was, he lived to pick up his tray. 
"Well, I’ve got to check on supplies. I’11 drop by later.® As he passed Spock, the Vulcan could have sworn the 
doctor was singing “Jingle Bells’. 

When they finished dinner, Kirk challenged Spock to a gage of chess. He was in a carefree aood and played a 
reckless game which aleost drove Spock to distraction. Kirk’s gase plan was so illogical as to be non-existent. 
McCoy case in half way through softly singing *G Tannenbaua". Spock’s game slipped even gore. McCoy got a cup of 
coffee and came over to where they were sitting singing “White Christeas" quietly, aleost inaudibly - but Spock 
could hear hia. Kirk’s voice interrupted hia. 

"Check, * 

- Spock looked annoyed. He had played one of his best gages and Kirk was beating hia hollow. He stared at the 
board but McCoy had switched to “Frosty the Snowaan® and he couldn’t keep his aind on the gaee. His aove proved 
disasterous. 

"Checkaate. ° 

McCoy had swung into a rousing version of "God Rest Ye Merry Gentlemen". Spock could stand no aore. He got to 
his feet. 

"If you'll excuse ae, Captain, I hate to be in the presence of a suffering aeaber of the huean race..." 

"Suffering?" said McCoy. “Who's suffering. I’@ just singing.” 

"Oh really, Doctor," said Spock with a blank face. "I thought you were in great pain - the noise you were 
eaitting ade the distinction very difficult." His eyes lit up as he saw McCoy start to lose his teaper. “If 
you’11 excuse ae, gentleaen." McCoy was still spluttering when the doors slid shut behind the Vulcan 

Then he laughed. Teasing Spock was so auch fun - he always rose to the bait. He turned to Kirk who was busy 
rearranging the chess pieces. 

"Jia, when you’re finished there I think you’d better comae to Sickbay and let me do soaething for that burn. 
I can feel you radiating heat froe here." 

"What about Spock?" asked Kirk feeling guilty about what had happened to his First Officer. 

"We'll never now. How on earth did you ganage to get hie that color? I’ve seen the tips of his ears like that 
occasionally, but not his whole body.° 

"It was easy, Bones. I told hia no one would believe we had been on vacation unless we cage back with a tan, 
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but I’@ afraid we went a bit overboard and now we’re paying for it." A satisfied look came over his face, “It wae 


worth it just to see Spock stop playing Vulcan for a few hours..." 
Kirk left Sickbay, his skin now euch cooler. He hesitated at the Vulcan’s door but didn’t knock, He decided 
that if Spock needed treataent he’d go to McCoy on his own, He silently said good night and went to his cabin. 
Spock wasn’t suffering - the surface pain of the sunburn was easily blocked out. He was sitting at his desk 


studying the coaputer sysatea. The huge ship gradually grew silent. 
Except Spock could have sworn he heard soaeone whistling, the tune they were whistling was “Deck the Halls with 


Boughs of Holiy..." 





The lights in Sickbay were dia, An alien figure was seated in the shadows dressed in hospital garb, quiet, 
-unaoving, The only sound was a steady beeping coming froa the diagnostic bed where a Siailarly clothed alien lay 

equally quiet. Occasionally the aan in the chair would look over to the bed, the expression on his face unchanging, 
the eyes aissing nothing in their sweep, seeaing to try to cosaunicate with the aan on the other side of the rooa, 

Tiae passed. Anurse cage in to check on the pale figure in the bed. She was new to the service and to this 
ship - she did not recognize either aan. No change. A syapathetic look at the chair...no response, no aoveeent at 
all, It had been the saae since the two of thee were brought in almost 48 hours ago. Sometiaes the aan would be 
Standing beside the bed, sosetiaes aoving restlessly around the rooa. She had never seen hie asleep and he looked 
on the edge of exhaustion. The food that she brought in had remained untouched, There was no response to any 
inquiries, no @atter how seal! or gentle. 

"What happened to these people?" she wondered. Dr. McCoy had left strict orders that neither was to be 
bothered. I¢ they needed anything he personally would see to it. No further explanation, the. order given with a 
look that dared any question. She was assigned to their care. The regular duty nurse, Christine Chapel, had been 
sent on special assignaent to help update the staff and aedical procedures on Gaaus VII. She vaguely overheard an 
arguaent between Dr. McCoy and Nurse Chapel about the sudden order, raised voices, then a door closed and the voices 
were gone, and so was Christine. She felt lost. Miss Chapel had been helping her to settle in, introducing her to 
the others in the crew. It was difficult trying to reeeeber 499 people who, at the aoment, seeaed like one faceless 
aass in gold, red, or blue uniforas. Now she was herself confined to Sickbay, aeals brought in, out of contact with 
the few people she had aanaged to know in that short space of tie between leaving Starbase Nine and the arrival of 
these two een. 

Had she known who they were she would have been stunned...for sitting in the corner was Captain Jaes T. Kirk, 
current commander of the U.S.S. Enterprise, and lying on the bed, out of reach, unable to bridge the gap between 
deep consciousness and awareness, was his First Officer, Mr. Spock. She picked up the untouched tray she had left 
earlier and, with a quiet word, left the roo, Jases Kirk followed her exit with his eyes. He was aware that she 
was in the rooa, knew why she was there, was grateful for the concern that she was showing to Spock and hiaself, 
yet, for her sake and for the sake of the entire crew of the Enterprise, he dared not speak to her or let her know 
who or what they were. 

Again he looked over to the figure of his friend across the roo and frowned. There was nothing that he could 
do for Spock, nothing that any of thea could do. McCoy had explained that to hia on the surface of the planet when 
their distress call, previously structured only to be heard in Sickbay, to coapletely bypass the usual channels to 
the bridge, had brought the doctor charging down to the planet even thougt he noraally would do anything rather than 
go through the transporter. Again when they were both safely in Sickbay, brought there when all the corridors were 
eapty so that no one would suspect who was aboard, McCoy tried to convince Kirk of the coaplete iapossibility of 
treateent. Yes, aaybe soseone froa Spock’s hoee planet of Vulcan could reach down into his @ind and bring hia back 
to the reality of the world, but there wasn’t tie. Besides, no one aust know that he and Spock were aboard the 
Enterprise. Ist would endanger the lives of too aany people. It would wreck plans that had been so carefully 
laid out. It could destroy the entire galaxy. Still, Something had to be done. There was so auch work and without 
Spock, Kirk felt it would be iapossible to carry out the rest of the eission. 

Again he rose and went over to the bed, running his hand through his hair as he did so. Looking at his hand he 
felt a tired seile spread over his face - it was covered with a black dye. So auch for McCoy’s wonder potion. He 
suspected that his hair was gradually becoming two-tone. Probably the yellowish color of his skin was fading back 
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to its noreaal shade as well. He heard the sound of a door open but did not turn toward it. He was aware of footsteps 
that stopped at the entrance to the rooe, that someone was staring at hia. Finally he turned and looked into the 
worried eyes of Dr. Leonard McCoy, Chief Medical Officer of the Starship Enterprise. 

"You should be worried, Doctor,” Kirk auraured, extending his hand. “If this had happened two days ago it 
wouldn’t only be Spock lying here. The wrath of Starfleet would probably be sitting on your head right now...except 
for the fact that we would all be dead. You said that this coloring would last until you injected an antidote 
against it!" Seeing that his observations and tone only seemed to upset the good doctor further, he sailed briefly, 
and continued, ‘Never aind. lt isn’t iaportant anyaore. Nothing is. This whole stupid, insane idea of sose desk- 
bound bureaucrat who wanted to see his nage in the history books and now ay best friend is lying there helpless...as 
helpless as we are to do anything about it..." He broke off, unable to put into words the rage and futility that he 
felt. 

He heard the whir of McCoy’s medical scanner but paid no attention, just stayed with his head buried in his 
ares, leaning against the wall. Then he heard the hiss of the hypospray and spun around - too late. Everything 
started to blur and he felt his knees turn to rubber. Then he was eabraced in strong ars which carried hia to a 
bed. Very dialy he heard a voice say, "A aan can only drive hiaself so long before the body rebels, Jie. Your aind 
is trying to tell you that. You will sleep now for atiee. Perhaps when you wake up you will find soae aeaning or 
sense to all of this. I hope so, for your sanity and for eine." : 

McCoy stood looking at his Captain for a few ainutes, then turned and went to Spock. He would give all he knew 
for the Vulcan to ridicule his aedical knowledge, for the cheaicals were, at that aoeent, turning Spock’s hair a 
austard color. But he knew that it would not happen. No voice would cose froa that still body...just gentle 
breathing and readings that would continue to astonish and cause such grave concern. 

Sighing deeply, he left the roo and returned to his own office. He had not left Sickbay since his patients 
arrived; it had become a bedrooa and dining area. McCoy sat at his desk, deep in thought. At least Jim and Spock 
had aade it this far...That was aore than could have been said for other starship crews. 

He recorded his latest entry into the eaedical log. It sounded depressingly like the last one and the one 
before. No change...little hope. 

Finishing that joyless task, he leaned back in his chair and reflected upon the happenings of the past aonth. 
He had been working in his office when the signal cage over the intercoa, It was the Captain. He had just returned 
from a eeeting with Adairal Kogack who was at Starbase Nine and it was urgent that he see McCoy iemediately. 

“Right, Jia. Nothing auch going on here. J await your pleasure.’ 

"No, Bones. Come to ay quarters. Spock is with ae. 1 want no one to know that you have seen us. Make sure 
you aention this to no one. Kirk out." 

McCoy stared at the intercoa for a few seconds. Something definitely was wrong. Why on his own ship did the 
Captain not want to be seen with his chief eedical officer? Jia’s voice had sounded noreal enough but over an 
aoplified aachine it was hard to tell, although he would adit that to no @an since he had ade several diagnoses in 
just that aanner. He knew how tired Jia was. They had been due for R & R two aonths ago when the strange disappear- 
ance of entire tactical crews froe other starships had begun. All ships had been put on alert status and leaves 
cancelled. Even Spock looked unhappy, if that were possible. He had already coaplained to McCoy about the diminish- 
ing efficiency of the entire crew, aost notably the senior officers who had been under great strain in their last 
few @issions. Only Scotty was pleased. He had been wanting to test soe aodifications he had aade to the eain warp 
drive engines, and orbiting around some R & R planet was not the ideal place to do it. 

Not being sure what he would find in the Captain’s quarters, McCoy araed himself with a medical kit and a 
bottle of Octavian brandy. He was not certain why he picked up the latter but something told hia he was going to be 
facing aproblea that would defy noraal aedical treateent. Strolling, he hoped inconspicuaysly, he arrived a few 
ainutes later outside a door with the siaple aarker, James T. Kirk. He pressed the buzzer and the door opened 
iaeediately. 

Kirk was sitting at his desk and Spock was at the other side of the rooa, standing with his back to the Captain 
and the door. Pausing in the entrance, McCoy suddenly realized that he had walked into the aiddle of an arqueent. 
The tension was alaost visible. "This is serious,’ he thought. He had rarely seen Jia and Spock at odds with each 
other. Looking at both gen, he put down his aedical kit and brought out the brandy. 

"Didn’t know what I would find here so cage prepared for any eventuality,” he explained, noticing the question- 
ing look on Kirk’s face. Here, Jia, you look as though you could use this. Your color is aleost exactly the saee 
as Spock’s, which isn’t saying auch, except green is not noreal for the huean species.’ 

Kirk smiled thinly but accepted the offered glass. Spock turned and glanced at Kirk, then said, "I cannot 
possibly understand, Doctor, why you think the Captain is green, which he aost obviously is not; nor how you feel 
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that brandy would restore his noraal coloring even if he was!" 

"Skip it, Spock,” said Kirk with a slightly wider smile. McCoy noted with relief that the tension seemed to be 
easing. "Ne don’t have time to talk about the benefits of the good doctor’s prescriptions, Bones,” he said 
somberly, ‘we need your help. Noone is to know what [ am about to tell you, not even Scotty. This is going to be 
hard for you but very necessary for the safety of all aboard the Enterprise. 

McCoy looked at Kirk, then at Spock, but the latter had once again turned toward the wall and from the 
stillness of his position seemed lost in his own thoughts. 

"We were called to Starbase Nine, as you know," continued Kirk, "by Admiral Komack. A starship was destroyed 
yesterday by cold-blooded sabotage. Bones, | knew those men. 1 went to the Acadeay with a lot of them. And now 
they are gone...! can’t believe it!" His voice broke slightly. Immediately Spock was at his side, saying nothing, 
just quietly supportive. Kirk hesitated a moment, then continued. "A signal was received at Starfleet Compand this 
morning. It took some time to decode as it was not froe any meaber of the Federation...essentially the contents 
Said to surrender or have the galaxy destroyed. And they have the power, Bones. They proved it so easily by 
destroying that starship. 

Instinct warned McCoy to tread carefully. Kirk looked ready to snap and he didn’t want to trigger it by saying 
the wrong thing. So he poured another brandy and held it out. Tired hazel eyes looked into concerned blue ones and 
smiled their thanks. Kirk got up and started pacing the rooa. 

"Anyway, the reason I called you here is because it has been decided by the powers-that-be that we are going to 
be the saviors of the galaxy...or to be more precise, two of us are." He glanced at Spock with a ruefull grin and 
received back a slightly raised eyebrow. McCoy caught the exchange and wondered what the two of them could be 
laughing abgut. This sounded rather serious to hia. 

"We need your scientific expertise, Doctor,’ Spock took up the story as Kirk seemed to be staring deeply into 
his glass. At this, McCoy looked surprised. Spock very rarely admitted that the ship’s doctor had any idea of what 
he was doing, auch less was an expert. However, he kept his thoughts to hiaself as Spock suddenly seemed oblivious 
of the others as he continued, “We aust be prepared to be as the others are. We aust look and act as they do. We 
aust not appear to be different in any way..." At that point he stopped speaking, and, after a moment, Kirk took 
over, 

"What Spock means, Bones, is that we need a disguise. Starfleet had discovered the identity of our invaders’, 
I won’t bore you with the details of how, but we need to be aade up as Zenians." 

At this last bit of information, McCoy’s mouth dropped. He knew little about Zenians except the general knowl- 
edge that everyone had. A race that would make Genghis Khan or Colonel Sreen proud, The Federation had had a few 
scuffles in the past with their armed forces but nothing serious. However, they had proven themselves to be warriors 
without mercy and there was no way that one would want to be taken alive by them. They sade the Klingons with their 
mind sifter look like babes-in-aras. 

Kirk seemed not to notice McCoy’s expression and went on, “We need a disguise that cannot be altered - hair 
color, skin color. This has to be done medically or surgically. Spock’s ears will prove no probles, Some of the 
lenians trace their ancestry to Rosulans and have pointed ears...” He broke off suddenly, seeing the comical look 
on McCoy’s face. If the situation had not been so Serious he would have laughed out loud. As it was, he laid a 
hand on McCoy’s ara and said, "Bones, is it possible?" 

Shaking himself, McCoy sanaged to look at Kirk and nod, not trusting himself to speak, somehow knowing only a 
strangled croak would get past the hard luap in his throat. 

"Good. All work will be done here. As far as the crew knows, we are down on Starbase Nine. The technician in 
the transporter room is Adgiral Komack’s aide. He will be on duty there until the mission is over, one way or the 
other." A look of grim determination crossed Kirk’s face and he looked aS though he aight say.more, then he sighed 
Slightly and turned away. McCoy was dying to ask what the mission was going to be but had the feeling, rightly so, 
that no one would tell hia. Sitting down on his bed, the Captain looked at hia and said, "Spock and 1 need to 
become Zenians. Do what you need to as fast as you can. We will be waiting.” 

McCoy picked up his medical kit, went to take the brandy, then set it down again saying, "No, I think it would 
do the aost good here," and left. 

Spock exchanged glances with Kirk who smiled briefly and said, "He is a good aan, Spock, and a good friend. 
This is going to put hia through hell." Spock nodded, and looked at the closed door through which McCoy had passed 
only a few seconds earlier. 

Back in his lab, their source of concern was checking the computer for the right chemicals to change the bodily 
functions and structure of one human and one Vulcan to those of a Zenian. He was lost in his computations and did 
not notice that Nurse Chapel had come in. She was even now peering over his shoulder to see what was causing hia to 
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be so absorbed in his work that he failed to respond to her cheery greeting. She only caught a gliapse of a eost 
peculiar foraula before he whirled around. 

"Nurse Chapel!" he said sharply. ‘Why on earth are you creeping around Sickbay, prying into something which is 
none of your concern!" He was instantly sorry. He had scared the living daylights out of poor Christine, who had 
done nothing wrong. It was just that he had so auch tension bottled up inside that there was no way he could have 
controlled it. 

"I’a s-s-sorry, Doctor," she stamaered. "I did speak to you but you didn’t see to hear ae. I amsorry if | 
interrupted anything. 

"That’s all right, Nurse. J am the one who should apologize. | was a bit wrapped up in ay calculations and 
didn’t hear you. Did you need ae for soaething?" 

"Not really, Doctor. It’s just that I heard that the Captain and Mr. Spock have been hospitalized on the Star- 
base and I was wondering if it was sosething serious." 

"Great," thought McCoy. “Here are ay patients already covered with an alibi and I don’t know what is supposed 
to be the eatter with thea!" To Christine, he said, "No, I don’t think there is anything to be concerned about. 
The aedical staff on the Starbase is first rate but | am checking here to be absolutely sure they are on the right 
track," He knew he sounded vague but his aind was not up to concocting strange diseases. However, Nurse Chapel 
seeaed Satisfied and left shortly after, offering to help in any way that she could. 

A few ainutes later, McCoy was on his way back to Kirk’s quarters, a hypospray of cheaicals in his aedikit. 
Again the door opened instantly at his press of the buzzer. This tise Spock was seated and Jia was sprawled out 
aotionless on the bed. Spock signalled McCoy to be quiet. 

"He’s asleep, Doctor. Please work quietly, It gay be some tise before he will be able todo so again and he 
is already exhausted.* 

"What about you, Spock?" Bones countered. ‘You have been pushing yourself as hard as Jia has. Don’t you have 
a breaking point?" 

"Vulcans don’t tire easily, Doctor.® 

"I know Vulcans don’t, Mr. Spock, but surely your hugan half bogs down every now and again!” 

Before Spock had a chance to answer, Kirk opened his eyes. Seeing the two of thea squared off in the position 
of one of their endless squabbles, he sat up and said, “Gentleaen, that conversation, whatever it is, can continue 
at a future date. Bones, did you sanage to do it?" 

Wishing he could say no, McCoy nodded. 

"Fine, Let’s get on with it.” 

McCoy brought out his hypospray, adjusted the setting, and held it against Spock’s ara. Kirk watched with 
interest as his first officer’s coaplexion gradually darkened and his hair went white. 

"An intriguing procedure, Doctor,® commented Spock, looking at his reflection, “Remind ae sometiae to ask what 
the foraula for this aight be.” 

Without answering, McCoy once again adjusted the hypospray and injected Kirk. 

“Are you sure this will prove to be peraanent, Bones?" he asked. "I would hate to becoge a huaan again in the 
midst of a group of Zenians." 

“No way, Jia. You will re@ain like that until another of ay aagical potions enters your systea." He grinned 
in spite of hiaself. The Captain was turning a definite yellow and his hair jet black. He felt he should add a few 
stripes to coaplete the effect. Kirk grinned back, then sobered as he reaeabered why this change was taking place. 

“Bones,” he said, “we will be picked up shortly by a shuttlecraft. They will be delivering cargo and we should 
be able to slip out undetected. Scotty will be placed in teaporary comeand and will be ordered to resuee noreal 
patrols. The transponders you iaplanted will be relayed to Sickbay. In case of an emergency, you will have to come 
get us, if there is anything left to get. [’a sorry I can’t tell you aore but as yet we really don’t know auch our- 
selves, 

McCoy gazed steadily at his friend, then lowered his eyes and nodded. He gathered his things and left quickly. 
For ore than a aonth he did not hear a word froa either of thea, until two days ago when the signal he had been 
half fearing was heard over his intercoa and he had found on the planet the destruction that he had feared...but it 
had happened to the one he least expected it would. * 


"Stardate 4746.9: Lieutenant-Comsander Scott for Captain Kirk. We are preparing to leave orbit around Starbase 
Nine. The Captain and First Officer are quarantined in the aedical center on the Starbase. I have been in constant 
comaunication with the aedical staff and they assure ae that everything is being done to find the cause of the ill- 
ness and the cure. They are inno iesediate danger, just uncosfortable, but are being well looked after. Chief 
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Medical Officer McCoy agrees with the treateent they are receiving. I have been ordered to resuee patrols as 
tesporary comsander of the Enterprise until the return of Captain Kirk or Commander Spock.* 


Scotty was fuging! He had been placed in temporary comeand of the Enterprise, For aost officers it would 
have been a great honor. For Scott it was a disaster. He wanted to be on the spot when his new engines were put to 
the test and now he was stuck on the Bridge. Not only that, but Headquarters had replaced the entire transporter 
crew, including Mr. Kyle, his trusted lieutenant. Until further notice, a wee lad naged MacNeil was in charge and 
Scott was under orders to keep out of the transporter rooa, as were the rest of the crew. The Captain and the First 
Officer were not there, the whole journey reeked of trouble and there wasn’t a thing he could do to prevent it. 


It was dark in Sickbay when he awoke, dark and very quiet. His body felt like it was weighted down with anti- 
gravs but at least his brain didn’t seea so fuzzy. As his eyes adjusted to the glooe, he saw McCoy standing just 
inside the door. He seemed to be adjusting something he was holding in his hand. After some fiddling he appeared 
satisfied and walked over to where Spock was ying. Kirk could not see clearly what was going on but heard the hiss 
of the hypo, then saw the diagnostic board above the bed light up. Various arrows fluctuated and blips and bleeps 
sounded around the roog. Kirk cursed that he didn’t know a@ore about eedicine. The readings could have aeant any- 
thing and froa this distance he couldn’t see the expression on McCoy’s face. He wanted to get up but his body just 
wouldn’t respond to his coseand. Finally, after another injection, the doctor switched off the lights over Spock 
and cage to check on Kirk. 

"How is he, Bones?" 

A long silence, still hard to see. Then a sigh, ‘I don’t know, Jie. 1 have injected every eaedicine known to 
science that sight be of benefit to a Vulcan. 1 a@ now working on the ones that science has never heard of. As yet 
no response, nothing.* Feeling Kirk’s pulse, he said, “How about you?" 

Kirk’s face darkened aS he reaeabered why he was lying on the bed. “That was a dirty trick, Doctor...° he began 
angrily. 

"But anecessary one," McCoy interrupted. ‘Look, Jia, a aonth ago an exhausted aan left this ship, a gan who 
had no right to be doing anything, auch less trying to Save a galaxy. How auch rest have you had while you were 
gone? How aany nights of peaceful, untroubled sleep? You were lucky I only gave you a @ild sedative. J could have 
put you under for a week!® 

Kirk couldn’t help but seile at McCoy’s frustrated protests. He really was upset. “OK, Bones, forgive and 
forget. Is it possible to stand up? 1 seea to have forgotten how. ° 

Aided by a strong are, he aanaged to get to McCoy’s office. The doctor ordered a eeal to be sent up and it 
arrived alaost iasediately. McCoy looked at Kirk and gave one order. "Eat!" He had a feeling that there would be 
an arguaent and he frankly wasn’t in the eood. Kirk opened his south to protest but then suddenly realized how 
hungry he was and proceeded to eat every scrap that was on the plate. He was on his second cup of coffee when the 
silence was broken, 

"Well, Jia?" 

Kirk looked over the ria of his cup and raised his eyebrows. 

"You know what 1 mean," said McCoy quietly. ‘What happens next?" 

*] go back." 

The answer brought McCoy leaping out of his chair. “You are an idiot," he roared. “You are begging to get 
killed! Have you lost your aind?* 

The young nurse whoa Kirk had watched earlier cage rushing in, the sound of McCoy’s shout having been heard in 
the next rooa, She saw hia standing over one of the strangers, very red-faced, and the a@an was looking up at hie 
with a rather beaused expression. Both realized at the sage tiae that she was there. McCoy looked a bit confused 
and eabarrassed. The other aan turned his head away and picked up a cup of coffee. 

"Doctor, I heard shouting. I thought perhaps there was trouble.° 

"No. Thank you, Nurse, no trouble. Just a slight eisunderstanding. I appreciate your concern.* 

She looked froa one aan to the other, feeling that sosething was very wrong but sensing that she was not 
wanted. ‘Very well, Doctor, but if you need ae..." 

“Thank you again," responded McCoy, “but if won’t be necessary." 

The other aan didn’t ove, didn’t acknowledge her presence. 

"All right, Doctor," she said, and withdrew, feeling even aore curiosity. She had not seen the strange aan 
talking before. Also, she couldn’t put her finger on it, but his appearance was different. He had on the saee 
clothes but surely there was a change. Suddenly she reaeabered. His hair! It had been black, his skin yellow. 
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Now it was brown and his skin a noreal tone. Also, he looked vaguely fagijiar. She didn’t think she knew hia but 
somehow felt she should. Sitting down on her bed she was soon lost in thought. 

The argument was still raging in the next roos, although, at this point, it was completely one-sided, McCoy 
was coaing out with every logical idea he could think of - and he few illogical ones - to dissuade Jia froe going 
back. Kirk heard hia out with no comaent until every last thought was exhausted, then quietly repeated, "I’a going 
back.’ 

Seeing that McCoy was going to start his tirade all over again, he held up a hand. "No, Bones, don’t say 
anything. Just hear ae out." He got up, still feeling shaky but at least seamingly able to function, 

"T’a an ieportant cog in the wheel, believe it or not. That is why Spock is now lying in the next rooe, We 
arrived on Denex IV at the sage time as Pleut, Comaander-In-Chief of the Zenian areed forces. Do you know, Bones... 
could you even start to ieagine what it would be like to look at the eneay square in the face and discover your 
airror ieage?" McCoy started to say something but Kirk cut hia off. "No, let ae finish, Pleut and I could have 
been twins. Spock saw an iasediate advantage and the JZenian was waylaid. I took his place. Spock was ay aide, 
This plan to destroy the galaxy...all the threats were from ae, Bones. My words, ay actions. Now do you see why | 
have to go back? Because, if I don’t, ay orders will be successfully carried out. There will beno one there to 
put a stop to it and I will have destroyed ay world and all that you and | have known,” 

"Jia, | am still your aedical officer. You can’t doit. You have worn yourself out. You are running on 
nerves alone. How long can you keep your guard up? You are bound to slip soeswhere. Adait it, you are having 
trouble just walking around this rooa, auch less trying to be the Coasander-in-Chief of an invasion force. Daanit - 
you won’t even have Spock there...” 

Suddenly, McCoy knew he had gone too far. A look of pain crossed Kirk’s face, then he said fiercely to his 
chief surgeon, "That’s enough, Bones. It is because of ae that Spock is lying in there and you know it. Daan 
coaeand decisions. I had to order a Federation crew to death. Spock, on ay orders, tried to disrupt the executions 
in sucha way that those a@en wouldn’t die. He aanaged - I don’t know how - but he couldn’t Save hiaself. And 
because of his loyalty - his unspoken loyalty, Doctor - his life is in jeopardy. Your orders are to get Spock back 
on his feet. I don’t care how you do it but I need hia. I am putting the responsibility of this aission squarely 
on your shoulders. You’re right, I can’t do it alone. Spock is the only one who can help ae. So, I am beaming 
back down and if and when this ‘glorious aission’ fails, you can blage yourself, Doctor." 

The two of thea stood glaring at each other for a eaosent, then Kirk turned away saying, "I need another 
injection to change ay appearance and please, aake it sore successful than the last one." He walked out of the rooe 
without looking back. 

McCoy found hia a few aoments later, his hand resting on Spock’s ara,his eyes shadowed, expressionless. He 
injected the hypo and watched silently as Kirk changed baack into the clothes he had been wearing on the planet. By 
the tie he was ready to go, he once aore was the dark-haired, yellow~skinned leader he was supposed to be. 

“Call the transporter rooa, Bones," he said icily. "One to beas down." 

Suddenly the nurse burst into the rooe. "Doctor," she cried, "that ean in your office , that was Captain...° 
Her voice faded out, for standing in front of her was the sage ean, but obviously an alien. She was duabfounded. 
How could her eyes have deceived her so coapletely? 

McCoy looked at her, bitterness in his face, then turned and walked out, leaving her with the stranger. When 
he returned they were exactly as he had left thea. Neither had soved nor spoken. ‘"They’re ready for you,” he said. 

The stranger looked again at the aan on the bed, lightly touched his shoulder, then brushed past the doctor and 
left the roo. They both looked at the closed door for several ainutes, then McCoy turned to her, "Nurse, | want 
every bit of inforaation ever recorded concerning Vulcans and I want it right now!" She shot off to obey. She had 
never heard McCoy speak like that. The tone was brutal but also anguished, She had no idea what caused it but she 
knew she had better aove fast. The thoughts that she had had of who the stranger aight have been had gone coapletely 
out of her head. 

"Mr. Scott," said Chekov, "soseone just beased down to the planet’s surface,“ 

Scotty looked long and hard at Chekov until the latter alaost squireed under the scrutiny. Slowly, he resueed 
his position in the comeand chair, trying to a@ake sense of the past few days. They had been patrolling a lonely 
section of Region 794 when, suddenly, they were flying at top warp speed to planet Denex IV. It was registered in 
cosputer banks as nitrogen-oxygen atmosphere, no detailed survey, not inhabited. Scanners now showed eassive 
activity and eany registered life foras. Somebody or sosething had beamed aboard, Doctor McCoy had literally 
disappeared, and he was under orders to do nothing! How could a person possibly coseand a starship when he was 
ordered to ignore all he saw and heard? 

"Mr. Sulu," he heard hieself say, "take over the con. I a@ going for along walk." He was aware of the 
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surprised look on the lieutenant’s face but did not elaborate. 

Finding hiaself in the turbo-lift with no particular place to go, he decided to head for the Observation Deck. 
At least there he could get a feeling of wide open spaces, aaybe shake off this feeling of uselessness. Walking 
through the corridors he noted the efficient aoveaents of the crew and appreciated, not for the first tie, the 
obvious touch of Captain Kirk, who had put so auch effort into waking the Enterprise the best ship in Starfleet. 
Then he reaeabered. Captain Kirk was not aboard. Slualy, he went through the doors onto the Observation Deck. He 
spent several ainutes watching some of the technicians servicing one of the shuttlecraft on the flight deck below. 
Suddenly, he was aware ahe was not alone. Looking up, he saw Doctor McCoy and the look of anguish and despair on 
his face caused Scotty to call out and hurry over to his friend. 

"Doctor, what’s the aatter? You look ghastly! What’s happened?® 

McCoy juaped. His aind had been ailes away and he had not realized that Scotty had arrived on the Observation 
Deck. "Sorry, Scotty," he said. "Didn’t realize anyone was here. Didn’t mean for anyone to find ee." 

"Doctor...!" started Scott. 

"No, Scotty, I’a all right. But I have just been ordered to help save the galaxy and if 1 fail I will be out 
of a job." Seeing the confusion on Scotty’s face, McCoy grinned and went on. "I don’t know what 1 mean either but 
for ay sake, and for hia, let’s hope I can do it." Giving Scotty a slap on the shoulder, McCoy left. 

"Now, what do you suppose he meant by that?" aused Scott. “And for whose sake? Who is ’he’?" Finding that 
it meant no sense, Scotty continued his walk, dropping by Engineering and was pleased to find that all checkups had 
proved that his newly-sodified engines had perforaed aost efficiently on the high warp trip to the planet. He 
returned to the Bridge in a better aood, only to have Mr. Chekov report that there seemed to be a general aobiliza- 
tion of the inhabitants below. 

Chekov’s scanners were registering correctly. There was aoveaent on the planet’s surface. Pleut, the Commander- 
in-Chief, was, at that moment, aeeting with his division leaders, putting the finishing touches on the invasion 
plans. 

After they had left, Kirk sat alone, trying to forget how tired he felt. With Spock at his side he had to keep 
up a pretense. Now he was close to letting go. Then he had someone who knew the grave situation, who could help 
with the instant decisions, who shared the feeling of futility and helplessness. Still, he couldn’t give up now, 
He was the only one who could do anything to stop this senseless destruction. 

He left the chaabers and headed over to Comaunications. He was going to have to bluff his way through this 
one. There was a good possibility that he would be caught and the thought wasn’t pleasant. If the Vulcan was here, 
with his vast technical knowledge, he could, no doubt, have bypassed the coaaunication base entirely but he, Kirk, 
did not have sufficient knowledge of the circuitry to atteapt such a feat. With his luck he would probably beaa 
his distress signal right into the sajor forces of the invasion fleet. Entering the communication enclosure, he 
told the officer in charge that he had a delicate sessage to send and wanted to be left undisturbed. He dared not 
order the aan to silence. That would cause too auch suspicion. He could only hope that it would not go further 
than this rooa, that Zenian loyalty was as good as Huaan, Setting the frequency of the transeitter on distress, he 
signalled the Enterprise. 

Lieutenant Uhura, as he knew she would be, was aonitoring all frequencies on her board when suddenly a signal 
Started to bleep. The aessage was relayed once, very quickly, and in a familiar code. The sessage ended with the 
two words in plain English, "Ask McCoy." She stared at what she had written, then tried to pick up the signal again 
but the transmission had been shut off at the other end, 

"Mr, Scott," she said, ‘I! just received a message from the planet’s surface. It’s in code, sir, but one of 
ours - one that has not been broken. But the strangest thing is that the sessage ended with two words: ’ask 
McCoy’." 

Scotty wasted no tise. “Lieutenant,” he said, "have the sessage decoded and pipe the results to Doctor McCoy’s 
office.” This last hung in the air as Scotty disappeared into the turbo-lift. 

It seemed to take forever to get to Deck Five. Scotty knew that McCoy aust have had something to do with this 
aystery all along. He never kept to hiaself this auch. Since they had left Starbase Nine he had seen hia only once, 
and then it had been a ravaged aan on the Observation Deck, not the aan he knew. He burst into Sickbay but there was 
no one there. Then he heard voices in the next rooa. 

"But, Doctor, are you sure it is safe?" 

"No, Nurse, I am not sure of anything, but we have tried everything else and nothing has worked. So, we try 
the iapossible. This worked in the twentieth century. No reason to think it aight be less effective." There was a 
Slight buzzing sound and Scotty got to the doorway in tise to hear the doctor say, "Now!" and to see. 

McCoy heard a gasp and looked up to see Scotty standing just inside the room. However, he had no tiae to 
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acknowledge his presence or explain what he was doing. It was too dangerous to be distracted at this aosent. He 
returned his attention to Spock who was lying, alternately stiff, then going into a series of convulsive spasas. He 
had wires attached to several areas of his head, the wires leading to a power generator beside the bed. 

"Higher voltage, Nurse," he ordered. "So far this is doing no good at all." 

No response. She just stared at hie. McCoy leaned across her without a word and turned a knob. Spock’s body 
twisted aore violently. 

"Doctor McCoy!" It was Scotty, finally galvanized into action. He did not know who the person lying on the 
bed was but he knew that no aan could survive what was happening. McCoy had obviously taken leave of his senses. 
He was acting fike his counterpart would have in the Alternate Universe. "Have you gone gad? You are going to kill 
hie! A hugan body isn’t sade to have electricity flow through it!" 

"Shut up, Scotty. This isn’t a human and this is a desperation atteapt. He'll die if this doesn’t...° 

At this point, Spock’s eyes flashed open. There didn’t seea to be any recognition but McCoy slaeaed off the 
current. He wouldn’t adait it to anyone but he had absolutely no idea what he was doing. He wight have just killed 
Spock for all he knew. 

Furious, Scotty was about to reply when the intercoa whistled. "Lieutenant Uhura - Mr. Scott, please reply.° 
Scotty went over to the wall and hit the reply button. 

"Yes, Lieutenant?" 

"Mr, Scott, the sessage is decoded. It says: ‘Leave isaediately for Starbase Nine. Top warp speed. lJaplesent 
Invasion Plan 2. Ask McCoy.’ That’s all, sir.” She seesed to be on the point of saying sore, but didn’t. 

"Thank you, Lieutenant. Tell Mr. Chekov to plot a course for Starbase Nine. I will contact hie in a few 
ainutes. Scott out. 

He was Still looking at the intercoa when a fagiliar voice froa behind hia said, "Perhaps it would be best, 
Mr. Scott, if you obeyed the Captain’s orders without letting huean ewotion blind your thoughts.” 

Whirling around, Scott found hiaself face to face with the First Officer of the Enterprise, Adaittedly, his 
hair and colour were a wee bit peculiar, but nevertheless, it was he, "Mr. Spock!” he cried. ‘What the devil...” 

“IT assure you, Mr. Scott, 1 aw not the devil, although | feel a slight kinship with his body heat at the 
aosent. A eaost effective treateent, Doctor McCoy. May I congratulate you on your innovation.’ 

‘Don’t thank ae, Mr. Spock. Thank some ancient country doctor who used to think that this was an advanced 
aethod of dealing with euddled brains.’ 

“IT assure you, Doctor, ay brain was not, nor is it, ’auddled’. However, { cannot argue that the cure was 
effective. Mr. Scott,’ he said, turning to the engineer who was standing behind hia, beaming, "] suggest that we 
leave for Starbase Nine with no further delay. It is iaperative we arrive there as far ahead of the invasion force 
as possible.” Noticing the falling expression on Scott’s face, he went on, "It is iapossible for ee to::take coseand 
as 1] am not even on this ship. You are still functioning as Companding Officer and, as such, aust order the 
Enterprise on its way. Doctor,’ he continued, "I have noticed ay appearance..." 

“Drat,” thought McCoy. “1 was hoping he would aiss that.” He had forgotten how observant Vulcans were. 

“l will need another injection, preferably aore permanent this tiae.” McCoy winced, reaeabering how recently 
someone else had aade that saee statement. “! aust catch up with the Captain. Mr. Scott, you are wasting tiee!” 

Scotty had been staring at Spock but now hit the intercom button. "Navigation," he ordered. 

"Navigation, Chekov here. ° 

"Mr. Chekov, lay in a course for Starbase Nine and leave orbit. Warp 6 as soon as possible.” 

‘Uh, Warp 6, sir?" questioned Chekov, not believing his ears. 

“Aye, laddie,” came the reply, “and quite possibly Warp 9." Chekov looked at Sulu whose expression clearly 
read that he felt Scotty had lost his ind completely. However, he laid in the course and they headed out into 
space. 

Very quickly, Spock filled Scotty in with some of the details of the past aonth. "Doctor McCoy can tell you 
the rest, Mr. Scott. Right sow] want you to prepare a shuttlecraft for launch after aking the following 
alterations. 

A quick conversation, then Scotty said, "Aye, sir," and hurried out. 

Spock dressed hiaself in the clothes of a Zenian warrior and by the time McCoy had finished preparing the 
hypospray, he was ready. A quick injection coapleted the transition frow Federationofficer to alien invader. 
McCoy looked at hia for a aosent, then said, "Find Jia, Spock. Look after hia. There is no way he can keep going. 
Don’t let hia destroy hiaself.* Spock returned his look steadily, then nodded and left. McCoy let out a deep 
breath and headed for the bridge. It was no longer necessary to stay bottled up in Sickbay. He had to know what 
was happening. As he left, he told his poor, confused nurse to get some sleep, he would be back. She got the idea, 
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correctly, that she was still stuck in Sickbay and resignedly headed for her rooa, thinking that, @aybe, when this 
was over, she would ask for a transfer to shore duty. If this was what space travel was all about, she didn’t want 
any part of it. 

Scotty and McCoy arrived on the bridge at the saee tiae. 

"Warp B, Mr. Scott," was the first thing they heard. 

"Steady as she goes, lad," replied Scotty. "We have a wee bit of a lead. Let’s see if we can hold it." 

"Aye, sir,” came the doubtful response, but the Enterprise kept her heading and was flying toward Starbase 
Nine. 

“Scotty,” said McCoy, under his breath. Spock...” 

"He’s away, Doctor,” replied Scotty, equally quiet, “to whatever awaits hia, and us...* The two friends looked 
at each other soberly, then Scott turned away. Hitting the panel on the cogeand chair, he signalled Engineering. 

"Jerry," he said to his chie# assistant, "I want to go to Warp 9. Can we handle it?° 

“That’s what we eodified the engines tor, sir," came the response. “Your quess is as good as eine.” 

"All right, laddie. Keep them going until they start to shake apart. Bridge out." 

Turning back to his helesaan, he said, "Mr. Sulu, Warp 9." He sensed the tension on the Bridge. The 
Enterprise was not built to do Warp 9, auch less maintain it for any length of tige. However, the only sound was 
a quiet, "Warp 9, sir," froa Sulu. 

Far behind the fast flying ship cage a large fleet, headed by the coamand vessel carrying Pleut and his chief 
officers. They were under orders of silence - no comaunication between ships, no aeatter what the circuastances. 
Kirk fervently hoped discipline would hold and utter chaos result. I[# Scotty had received his aessage and acted on 
it, this fleet would be attacked by a sassive argada from the Federation. The seall, quick-striking, short-range 
vessels - they would be absolutely deadly since they were fighting for their lives. Kirk felt a tight saile cross 
his face. The ship the Federation would be gunning for was this one. Well, that’s what he was here for...to botch 
this eission so coapletely that there would be no hope of victory for the Zenians. Destruction of the comand ship 
and chief personne] would certainly help that cause, 

Lost deep in thought, Kirk failed to notice Leader Jaw) beside hia, Seeing the gris expression on his 
comeander’s face, Jaw] hesitated disturbing hia. However, he carried unsettling news which aust be brought to 
Pleut’s attention, so he carefully put his hand on Kirk’s are. He felt the gan under his hand freeze and was 
surprised, but put it down to tension caused by the iapending fight. 

"Pardon ae, Comsander, but a Federation ship is approaching.” 

There was no e@ovesent, no sign of acknowledgement from the seated figure. He could not know the sinking 
feeling Kirk was experiencing. What was the Enterprise doing here? How could Scotty have sanaged to get the 
aessage so fouled up? What could McCoy have told hia? 

"Comaander?® Seeing that he had Kirk’s attention now, Jaw) continued. "It is a seall ship, badly daaaged. 
Our cosaunications are picking up a distress signal. It sounds like one of our people!® 

Kirk’s heart leapt. Could it possibly be...? Who else could it be? Looking directly at Leader Jaw), Kirk 
asked, "Js it possible to bea aboard any survivors?® 

"But Commander, the orders...total silence!" 

"The Comaander gave the orders," said Kirk in a deadly voice, "the Commander can rescind thea. 1! repeat, is it 
possible to bea@ aboard any survivors?° 

"Yes, Coamander,* cage the reluctant reply. 

"Then do so, now. Xant, you are in charge. Keep on course 241, gark 7. Maintain speed 3 until I return.® 

“Acknowledged, Coasander.’ 

Kirk and Jaw) walked in strained silence to the transporter. The technicians were flipping switches, preparing 
the sechanisa and locking onto whatever was in the craft, 

"I want that person or persons brought aboard - Security at the ready." Several en took out their weapons. 
"T want the arrivals in a condition where they can talk!" snapped Kirk, noticing the setting on the weapon of the 
gan beside hia. 

The buzzing of the transporter sounded and one figure started foraing. Weapons were raised, Then, standing in 
front of thea was what appeared tobe a Jenian national, white-haired, dark-skinned, with pointed ears. The 
newcoger took a slow look around the rooa and one eyebrow raised slightly. Kirk could hardly control his expression. 
He wanted to throw hiaself on that figure and yell his relie#, However, he turned to the transporter chief and said, 
*T want that Federation craft destroyed, Leave no trace of it. Security, escort this aan to ay quarters and keep 
hia under quard.* He noticed there was no reaction froa anyone in the roog., No sign of recognition. He praised 
the stars that all Zenians of Rogulan descent looked alaost exactly alike. None of thea recognized Spock as Kirk’s 
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foraer aide. "If he resists, restrain hia, but do not injure.* Spock left, followed by three burly Zenians just 
itching for hia to start soae trouble. 

Kirk contacted the coagand control and checked on the progress of the force - on course and on schedule. He 
left word he could be found in his quarters, excused Jawl, and headed for his friend. 

Arriving at his destination, he found Spock sprawled face down on the floor, one of the guards standing over 
hie. Kirk asked no questions for none would have been expected. He diseissed the ean and not until the door was 
firaly shut did he hurry over to the prostrate fora. 

"Spock, Spock! Are you all right?" 

The figure cautiously rose froa the floor. "I ae quite undaeaged, Captain. Discretion deeaed it necessary to 
avoid further provocation. Lying on the floor seeaed to be the only logical was to avoid open violence.” Kirk 
didn’t question hia further. It was obvious Spock had run into some rough treateent before he had arrived. 

"I see McCoy obeyed his last orders,” he said changing the subject. 

"If you are talking about ay health, Captain, the good doctor has, as usual, done an efficient job of making ae 
wish I had never eet a huean aedical practitioner. My stoaach has yet to return to a level below ay intestines and 
ay head does not appear to be properly attached above ay eyes...’ 

"Enough, Spock," said Kirk, chuckling. ‘I get the picture. Tell ae, did Scotty get ay sessage?® 

Spock quickly told hia what events had transpired while he was on board the Enterprise. Kirk heard hia out, 
then, leaning heavily on the desk, not looking at the Vulcan, said, "We’ve got one aore job, Spock. We aust disable 
this ship. We have to be sure that there is no way it can fight effectively or be able to cosaunicate with the rest 
of the force." 

He knew his first officer’s eyes were on hia. He could alaost see that aind quickly sifting the inforeation, 
seeking all alternatives. Then the answer, "Agreed, Captain, but the odds for our longevity are not great should we 
succeed." Kirk sailed in spite of hiaself but said nothing. Realizing he was going to get no answer, Spock 
continued, "ft will be iapossible for you to do anything. You aust return to the coa@and control and continue with 
the invasion. I shall atteapt to disrupt various circuits which should cause some difficulty in navigation." Kirk 
turned to look at his friend, half expecting to see the seije he heard in the voice. As usual, the Vulcan aask was 
covering the inner feelings and there was no betrayal on the face. 

"Spock, I know this is unnecessary, but...be careful!" 

"Understood, Captain." 

Kirk put his hand on Spock’s shoulder for a brief aoment. The Vulcan disliked the contact but he knew the 
depth of Kirk’s eaotion and allowed the coafort that his captain found in that gesture. Then Kirk was gone. A few 
ainutes later, Spock slipped out and headed for Engineering, leaving his two guards lying quietly in a secluded 
corner. Twenty ainutes later, he was back in the commander’s quarters and settled hiaself on the floor, looking 
very auch as though he had been put there at the end of a fist. Very shortly thereafter, he heard a pounding down 
the corridor, the door was flung open, and security een poured in, followed by the coseander, 

"You see, Commander, he is not..." the voice broke off as all eyes went to the figure lying in the corner. 

"Perhaps you neglected to look on the floor, Captain,® came Kirk’s voice. ‘l told you! had left hia in ay 

cabin. I did not say exactly where or in what condition. He obviously has not gone very far. However, since you 
seea so eager to know his exact whereabouts..." Here Spock felt hiaself being roughly pulled to his feet and 
decided to peek at the proceedings. He discovered that Kirk was in the process of pushing hia, hard, into the ares 
of the astonished security officer. He fell flat and put a little of his own strength into the drop, causing 
hiaself and the victia of Kirk’s wrath to land in a heap on the far side of the rooa. "I suggest," continued Kirk, 
"that you assign yourself to his care and bring hia to Comaand Control where we can both keep our eyes on hie.’ 
Kirk turned and left the room without looking back, followed by eost of the other amen. The security officer 
untangled hiaself and hauled Spock to his feet. The two of thea aade it to their destination but Spock did every- 
thing in his power to hinder progress. When they finally did arrive, he was shoved into a corner and the guard 
aoved off a few feet, preparing to stand watch over hia. 

"Comeander! Sensors are picking up the approach of @any ships.” 

Spock thought he detected a bit of fear in that voice. "There would be alot ore fear," he thought to 
hiaself, "when they went to engage their weapons." That would blow out the sain navigation circiuts, leaving the 
ship totally blind. 

"Call battle stations,” ordered Kirk, with a sense of irony. No doubt his fellow Starfleet officers were 
ordering the saae thing. 

A deafening siren sounded, putting Kirk’s teeth on edge. You certainly knew when alert status was called on 
this ship. He glanced over at Spock but he was still slueped in his corner. 
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"Your prisoner looks a5 though he will remain quiet for a while, Captain,® he commented to his security 
officer, “l suggest you have sore iaportant duties elsewhere. If he attempts to take over the ship I think there 
are enough people here that we will be able to subdue hia somehow." 

Due to his complexion, the security officer did not #lush but Kirk could feel his anger and huailiation. He 
heard the snickering from around the rooa but did nothing to quell] it. The officer turned on his heel and storeed 
out. 

Iapediately, all attention was on the viewing screen. Sailing in front of a large nuaber of smaller ships was 
the Enterprise. Kirk’s heart leapt. Good old Scotty...he had done it! 

"Commander," cage the question. ‘Shall we open fire? The superior force is ours. They only have one remaining 
starship. We can cut it down iasediately.” 

Kirk looked quickly at Spock. Although he was lying aotionless in the corner, Kirk thought he detected the 
slightest sovement of his head. Did that sean yes? Had Spock really managed to disrupt the ship somehow? It 
seeaed to be functioning properly. 

"Commander?" The request cage again. Kirk still hesitated. The command ship had the capability of destroying 
the Enterprise, He just couldn’t bring hiaself to give that order. 

But the decision was not necessary, for the Enterprise fired first - clean @iss! Kirk fervently hoped the 
aiss was deliberate. I* not, Chekov was going to have to find anew job! Then a junior officer panicked and fired 
back, All hell broke loose...the screens dropped, the sensors stopped operating, the ship started veering to star- 
board, out of control - the viewscreens went dead. The coargand ship was totally helpless. 

Suddenly, it rocked violently from the burst of a photon torpedo, Debris was everywhere. “Bull’s eye, Ar. 
Chekov,* thought Kirk. "You have your job back." Suddenly he waS aware of someone grabbing him from behind, He 
autoaatically resisted and was lifted right off his feet. A second later the top of the comaand console, about five 
hundred pounds of wires and heavy saterials, crashed onto the spot where he had been standing. Looking up, he found 
hieself being held tightly in Spock’s areas. Another loud crash, and they were flung against the wall, Spock 
atteapting, not very successfully, to cushion the worst of the iapact. Dazed, Kirk saw red blood sixing with green. 
Funny, he wasn’t conscious of being hurt, but aust have hit, or been hit, by something, 

A third barrage. Jawl turned to his comaander in a panic and his jaw dropped. His leader was in the ares of 
the stranger who had cose aboard a few hours before, and they were both disappearing in the sparkle of a transporter 
beaa. Stunned, he realized that the glorious invasion was finished before it had begun. His cry of anguish was 
interrupted by the crashing of another phaser hit. It was the last thing he ever heard. 


*] think we have thea, Doctor," said Scotty, fiddling with the controls, MacNeil working alongside of hia, “At 
least we have one of thea.“ The figure aaterializing was doing so only on one pad. fs it solidified, they 
discovered Kirk clutched tightiy in Spock’s aras and there appeared to be blood everywhere, McCoy hit the intercoa: 
*"Sickbay, aedical esergency, Transporter Rooa!" 

Awakened frog a troubled sleep, McCoy’s nurse grabbed the needed supplies and headed down the corridor. By the 
tise she arrived in the transporter rooa, Scotty and McCoy had separated the Captain and First Officer and were, 
along with MacNeil and soae security officers, doing their best to sake thea coafortable. 

“Nurse, over here!" ordered McCoy. Spock sanaged to indicate that the Captain should be treated first. Kirk, 
badly injured by the iapact into the wall, and the flying debris in Comaand Control, was sluaped in the aras of 
Scotty and MacNeil. She stopped dead when she discovered who it was needing treataent. She couldh’t believe her 
eyes...it couldn’t possibly be those two again! ‘“Nurse,* snapped McCoy, “quickly, he gay be dying!" 

She handed hia the kit, he selected one of the instruments and the hiss of the hypospray sounded around the 
saall rooa, "All right,* he said, acmentarily satisfied, “let*s get thea to Sickbay. 

The journey was not long but for McCoy it seemed forever. Although Spock showed no outward signs of distress, 
he had received the worst of the shock caused by the torpedo and was fighting to cover the great waves of dizziness 
that threatened to leave his cruapled in the corridor. Kirk was unconscious. 

Once again they were back in their beds, The nurse was assisting Dr. S’Benga who was trying to stop the flow 
of blood fro@ several large wounds but the sheet that Spock was lying on was quickly turning green and there was a 
growing pile of discarded sheets, also stained green, lying on the floor beside thea. Scotty was trying to help 
McCoy. They had Kirk on a diagnostic bed. 

"The Captain...?" asked Spock in a faint whisper. 

"Bad concussion, broken ara, lots of cuts and bruising. I think he’ll live." A groan froa the opposite bed 
seemed to support M’Benga’s statement. Kirk opened his eyes, It seemed to dawn slowly on hia where he was. 
"Bones, is that you? Scotty...? Where’s Mr. Spock?" 
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"Spock’s here, Jim," answered McCoy. "Dr. M’Benga is treating hia now." 

"Spock’s here...but we were on the Zenian command ship! I remember the attack! Scotty, why aren’t you on the 
bridge? What’s happening?" 

"Easy, Captain,” laughed McCoy, "You are outranked on this ship. Admiral Komack is commanding at the moment." 

"Admiral Komack!" echoed Kirk. 

"Aye," said Scotty. "And the Zenian coamand ship has been completely destroyed. The rest of the invasion 
force is scattered and being pursued. There is little chance they will sade it home and none at all that they shall 
repeat their little folly in the near future." 

"As for the near future, the two of you are staying right here,“ interrupted McCoy. "You are hurt and 
exhausted and..." Seeing the look of utter confusion on his nurse’s face, he continued,"...now for an introduction. 
Nurse Cavendish, I would like to present the Captain of the Enterprise, James T. Kirk, and our First Officer, 
Mr. Spock." 

She stared in astonishment for a few minutes, then threw her instruments on the floor, turned to McCoy and said 
quietly, but with great finality, "Doctor, I quit! When we return to Starbase Nine, I am requesting a transfer to 
some planet which is quiet, life is predictable, and peace is the order of the day." Without a backward glance, she 
left the room. 

McCoy looked after her, thunderstruck. What the devil had brought that on? Kirk chuckled and looked at Spock 
who @anaged to raise his eyebrows and say, "Your bedside manner seeas to be somewhat lacking with your staff, 
Doctor." McCoy started to pick up the bait when Kirk interrupted. 

"I’m sorry, Bones, but I can’t take that right now. I want three things. One, to get cleaned up. Two, to 
become a hu@an captain again. And three, I want to sleep!" 

"Agreed, Captain," said Spock. "I, too, would find some benefit in occupying the sage place for a short period 
of time." 

"Sounds sensible," said McCoy, who left to get the antidote to reverse the effect of the Zenian conversion. 
When he returned, Kirk was out cold. He injected the antidote, cleaned all the cuts, set his ara, and drew some 
covers over the Captain. Going to Spock he assisted M’Benga in closing several gaping wounds and giving a 
precautionary transfusion of thick, green blood, With the aajor surgery finished and sensing McCoy’s need to be 
alone with his friends, M’Benga excused himself. McCoy fussed about a few minutes more, injecting the antidote, 
adding a thermal sheet to the bed to allow for the Yulcan’s sensitivity to cold, especially now that he was injured. 
Satisfying himself that both men were comfortable, he started to leave the room, then turned and said, "Spock." 

“Yes, Doctor?" 

"Thank you...for taking care of hia.” 

"Please, Doctor. Understand that there was no way I could have let Jim die, for you see, I knew it was inevi- 
table that I return to this ship and to you. Returning without the Captain would have made life unbearable." 

"I don’t believe a word of that, Spock. I think you are a sentimentalist under that thick hide. Whether or 
not you like the fact, you have my thanks." 

Dark eyes gazed into blue ones...then they turned away and looked at the aan lying across the room, For a long 
moment they stayed fixed on Kirk’s face. Fleetingly, a naked love shone, then the mask closed and Spock was once 
again looking up at the doctor. 

McCoy shuffled his feet, a bit embarrassed at being witness to an emotion the Vulcan so carefuly hid from the 
world. Spock was aware of his discomfort and a very slight smile showed at the corners of his mouth, Then he 
looked away and said in such a guiet voice that McCoy almost imagined he had heard it... 

"You’re welcome, Doctor." 
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He had never aoved so fast in his life. Kirk’s words were still hanging in the airs ‘“Andorian...attacked... 
Deck 5...Security...” Between the command chair and the turbolift doors, Spock had Scotty on his way to the Bridge, 
and had Uhura contact Security and Sickbay - her voice was cut off in mid-sentence as the turbolift doors shut. The 
short descent seemed to take forever. 

Endless visions swept through Spock’s mind. Kirk had said ‘“Andorian® - had he aeant aore than one? What had 
happened to the one who had attacked the captain? Was he dead? Had he aanaged to kill Kirk? Dread welled up as 
unanswered questions tuabled over each other. 

The doors had not coapletely opened before Spock was pounding down the corridor. As he rounded the bend, he 
Saw two figures. The Andorian was closest to hia, lying un@oving on his back. Spock didn’t take the tine to see if 
he was alive or dead. He hurdled the prone body and dropped to his knees beside Kirk. The back of the captain’s 
unifora was Stained with blood. Gently, Spock rolled hia onto his side. As he was aoved, a slight bubbling breath 
escaped Kirk’s lips. Spock alaost sobbed with relief. He balanced Kirk against his knees and tore the back of 
Kirk’s unifora in half, Bright-red blood bubbled out of a deep wound in Kirk’s back. Spock was not familiar with 
such injuries, but from the sound of it, Kirk’s lungs aust be involved. He applied as auch pressure as he dared 
with a patch of Kirk’s torn unifora. Kirk’s body, noraally so strong, now was a liap rag propped up against the 
Vulcan. His face was pale and daap, his breathing ragged and shallow as he went deeper into shock. 

Spock felt panic welling up. Kirk was dying in his ars, and he was powerless to prevent it. He put aore 
pressure behind his hand, and the flow of blood practically ceased. Kirk’s breathing gradually grew aore shallow 
and his face aore white. 

Spock vaguely heard the security guards arrive. His voice sounded far away as he gave his orders. They 
carried the Andorian away. 

There was stil] no sign of McCoy. Spock remained beside his captain, cursing the doctor, helpless terror 
taking command. He shifted his craaped position, and Kirk rolled toward hia, causing another flow of blood to coe 
bubbling over Spock’s hand. He repositioned the pressure pad and pushed down firmly as he braced Kirk’s body 
against hie. 

"McCoy," he said fiercely under his breath, “where are you?" 

McCoy finally came, His quiet competence did nothing to soothe Spock’s anger, which was fueled by his panic 
over Kirk. Blue eyes aet hostile brown ones over the still fora of their friend. McCoy was surprised. Rarely did 
Spock show what he was feeling; never had the doctor seen such barely controlled anger. 

"What took you so long?" 

McCoy placed a pressure pack over the wound and sealed it before he looked again at Spock, still kneeling, 
supporting the weight of Kirk’s body. ° 

"I was with your father, Spock." 

"His position isn’t grave, the captain’s is!" 

McCoy leaned back on his heels, his unspoken question answered. Spock had adaitted that Jia Kirk was aore 
iaportant to hia than his father - it was a point in the relationship between father and son that he hadn’t thought 
of before. McCoy go up a8 the medical team arrived, and supervised Kirk’s transfer froa the corridor floor to the 
stretcher. He looked at Spock as the Vulcan slowly rose to his feet. "I’1) let you know his condition as soon as J 
can." 

"That won’t be necessary, Doctor. ! shall accompany you to the Sickbay. 

McCoy looked at hia curiously. Sarek had been lying helpless in Sickbay for alaost twenty-four hours, and 
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McCoy hadn’t been able to get Spock anywhere near hia. Now he wouldn’t let Kirk go alone. But McCoy didn’t have 
tiee to worry about one emotionally mixed-up Vulcan. He shrugged as he turned away. 
"Suit yourself," 
* 


Spock stood grisly at the end of the bed as McCoy worked quietly and efficiently. The verdict was in: Kirk 
was badly hurt} it was only sheer luck that he wasn’t dead. As soon as McCoy finished, he moved back to Sarek, 
leaving Spock alone with his thoughts. They were juabled as he looked down at Kirk lying so still and pale, the 
large covering around his chest keeping a steady pressure over his lungs and ribcage. As Spock stood looking at the 
aost iaportant aan in his universe, he felt his anger rise again. For some senseless reason, he had alaost lost 
Kirk, He would find out why if it was the last thing he did. He turned to go to the brig. 

He had been surprised at McCoy’s reaction to his refusal to consent to the operation. He had suspected McCoy 
had a one-track mind, and now he was sure of it. The doctor couldn’t see that the danger to the Enterprise, the 
threat of the alien ship, the aurder of the Tellerite Aabassador, annd the attempted aurder of the captain were more 
ieportant than his father’s life. McCoy could rarely see past his own little world. Spock’s duty to Starfleet was 
clear, but his duty to Kirk was even more so. Sarek might die} that would have to be accepted. If Kirk had to 
die, he would find out why - even if he had to shatter every bone in the Andorian’s body to discover the answer. 

But he failed. He used every method he knew and learned nothing. The Andorian Aabassador knew nothing; Thelev 
revealed nothing. Spock returned discouraged to the bridge. There was something wrong, something glaringly wrong, 
and he couldn’t put his finger on it. He leaned back in the command chair, his frustration threatening to surface. 

Suddenly Kirk was there, hazel eyes and flashing grin, fapiliar actions eaking a hard luap lodge in the 
Vulcan’s throat. All the vitality that eade the aan was present. The isage of the dying figure fled from Spock’s 
mind. Kirk was alive. Now eaybe his father would live as well, gaybe he would not have to live with his sother’s 
condeanation. Spock went willingly, reassured by Kirk’s bearing and manner that he was capable of command. 

As the turbolift descended, Spock could feel McCoy’s disapproval. He sighed quietly to hieself. There was no 
way he could explain his relationship with his father - only a Vulcan could understand his actions. He kept his 
gaze on the far wall. Something about that alien ship was still bothering hie, and he couldn’t figure out what it 
was. 

But it wasn’t Spock’s peculiar relationship with his father that was bothering McCoy, and it wasn’t disapproval 
he was feeling, but resentment. Kirk had insisted that Sarek’s life was sore iaportant than his own. Maybe in this 
instance it was - a war over Corridon would be very costly, and an ambassador aight prevent it where a starship 
captain would be powerless. But what was bothering McCoy most was that once again Kirk was willingly risking his 
life for Spock - and what had Spock even done to deserve it? This was not the first time Kirk had done this - he had 
risked his career, gone against Starfleet orders for Spock. He had buried his grief over his brother because of 
what happened to Spock. Spock had deserted his captain for Leila and paradise, yet Kirk would still go out ona 
liab for hie. McCoy had felt the fasiliar pang of resentaent start when Kirk had insisted on going to the bridge. 
Bur Sarek would have died if he hadn’t gone, and McCoy hadn’t been able to refuse when certain death was the only 
alternative. 

Then McCoy found hiaself battling the ship as well as the appalling odds against Sarek. When Christine Chapel 
came back ashen-faced to say that Scotty wasn’t in cogmand on the bridge, but was in engineering, with Kirk still in 
command, McCoy found hieself operating in anger, cursing Kirk’s foolishness and the abnormalities of the Vulcan 
physiology. As the difficulties increased, so did McCoy’s anger. If Kirk died, it would be on his conscience. He 
transferred some of the blaae to Spock. He knew he wouldn’t be able to live with the guilt if he shouldered the 
blaee alone. 

Then it was over. Somehow he had done it} he had pulled Sarek through without killing Spock. He walked into 
the next rooa, trying to let his whirling eaotions settle. 

He didn’t have time. Kirk walked in, pale and shaking. McCoy’s anger stirred as he studied the hapless ean in 
front of hia. He ignored the instinct which told hie that he should get the captain into bed instantly. He let the 
human struggle on, a part of his smouldering over the open concern and pride Kirk had shown the Vulcan, the other 
part silently condeaning hiaself for letting Kirk continue his foolishness, 

The collapse finally came. McCoy found no pleasure in it. Kirk had put up a good front, but it eventually 
could not be sustained. Kirk lay silent now, biting his lip as McCoy carefully took off his unifora, The large 
bandage had slipped, no longer affording the much-needed support. McCoy shook his head as he cautiously pulled Kirk 
up to readjust it. Kirk sat quietly, answering McCoy’s questions in a monotone, too tired to put up any protest. 
McCoy finally gently pushed hia back and pulled up some covers. He pressed home a hypo for the pain Kirk refused to 
adait to. He waited until Kirk was asleep, then checked on Sarek. He, too, was asleep - but it was a deep, healing 
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sleep, all vital signs strong. 

As he turned, he aet Spock’s eyes - eyes full of accusation, of anger, of betrayal. He looked away. He had no 
defense} anything Spock wanted to say was well within the Vulcan’s right. But Kirk was alive, and Sarek would live. 
His duty was done. If Spock felt he had been tricked, then so be it. It had been the only possible way of getting 
the operation done. That he had disagreed with Kirk didn’t ake things any easier to justify. That Kirk was once 
again willing to put his life on the line for Spock only aade the distance between McCoy and Spock that euch larger. 


Spock was out of Sickbay the next day, but not before McCoy ran a complete physical, then another one. Both 
tiaes he cage up with the sage result: blood production abnoreal. He let Spock go, but got out all inforaation on 
the Rigelian research. Nothing was recorded about abnoraal blood production occurring after the drug wore off, 
McCoy switched off the coaputer and sat staring into space. He had been against using it, but had given in to 
"logic®. He should have followed his instincts; he should never have listened to Spock. 

Sarek continued to ieprove. He slept ost of the tiae, or at least reaained in a state closely reseabling 
sleep. He started eating a little, which was an encouraging sign. McCoy had finally persuaded Aganda to leave 
Sarek and get soe auch-needed rest. Spock had escorted her to her quarters, McCoy sending hie aore to assure her 
that her son was all right than to aake sure she would arrive safely. 

McCoy kept Kirk sedated. The knife wound was healing with no complications, but the captain had been exhausted, 
and McCoy wanted hia to get all the rest he could. He knew he had ade a aistake telling Kirk he could be out in 
two days. The captain would insist on going, ready or not. 


Jaees Kirk finished the first aeal he had been allowed and swung the tray away, carefully stretching his aras. 
The pain in his back was alaost gone. He carefully aoved his legs over the side of the bed and hopped onto the 
floor just as McCoy walked into the rooe. 

"Going sosewhere, Captain?" he asked, his eyebrows on the rise. 

Kirk peered at hia, trying to figure out if he was being serious or not. “As a eatter of fact, I was. You 
said I could be out of here in two days if I obeyed your orders. I did, so I’@ going.’ 

"Back to bed, Jia. I’ going torun a coaplete physical before you go anywhere. * 

Muttering under his breath, Kirk cliabed back onto the bed. 

"On your stoaach." 

He glared at McCoy before he rolled over, cradling his chin in his hands. He lay totally passive under McCoy’s 
probing hands, tensing only slightly as the doctor sprayed sose icy substance onto his back. He heard the swishing 
of the door, but paid little attention to it. 

"Deep breath." 

He filled his lungs, trying to ignore the flicker of pain that eet the aoveaent. 

"Okay, let it go - slowly." 

In the background, he heard Sarek speaking and Spock answering, It aust have been his first officer who had 
coae in. 

"Breathe in again. 

"Bones, I don’t..." 

"You want to get out of here?" 

Kirk breathed in. It hurt less this tige. McCoy left hia so long that he could feel hiaself turning purple. 
Finally he looked around to find that McCoy had Spock lying on a diagnostic table. 

"Bones!" It was practically a squeek as he tried not to let any air out. 

McCoy looked over in some surprise. "Oh, sorry, Jia, you can let it go." 

Kirk rolled over, curiosity overtaking annoyance as he watched McCoy switch on the diagnostic panel over 
Spock’s head. He swung off his bed and walked over to stand beside the doctor. 

“What’s wrong?® 

McCoy didn’t take his eyes off the panel. ‘Nothing I can put ay finger on. His blood production rate isn’t 
back to noreaal - a result of that blasted Rigelian drug.° 

"Why did you let hia go back on duty?" Kirk didn’t try to hide the worry in his voice, causing both McCoy and 
Spock to look at hia sharply. He swallowed hard, then looked at McCoy. His voice was softer, ‘“Why?" 

"No reason not to..." 

"I aa perfectly able to function, Captain. The drug is causing no debilitating effects..." 

"Bones?" 

"As far as I can tell, he’s telling the truth - not that I can trust what he says...or you either, for that 
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aatter.® Ignoring the face Kirk eade, he went on. ‘Now back to bed, Captain. | haven’t finished with you yet.° 

"May I return to duty, Doctor?" 

"All right, Spock. Let ae know if you start to feel any ill effects." 

With a polite nod to his father and a lingering glance at his captain, Spock left. 

Kirk boosted hiesel# up on the bed and sat looking thoughtfully at the closed door. McCoy seemed to be keeping 
a very careful check on Spock, something he wouldn’t noraally do unless he really was concerned. 

"You are worried about Spock, Captain?" 

Sarek’s voice startled Kirk. The Vulcan Ambassador was normally so silent that, although Kirk had spent two 
days in the Sickbay with hia, he often forgot the Vulcan’s presence. 

He smiled slightly. “Yes, Asbassador, I ama little...° 

"It would be illogical if Spock didn’t report to his medical officer if he was feeling any ill effects from the 
operation.® 

Kirk looked at the Vulcan in silence. He knew it would be logical for Spock to report to McCoy - he also knew 
Spock probably wouldn’t. But there was no way he could explain that to Spock’s father. Sarek saw Spock as a Vulcan, 
not taking into account his son’s human half, which aade hia the unique person he was. He was Spared an answer as 
McCoy came back in. 

Another icy blast of spray alaost took his breath away. McCoy grinned as he watched Kirk’s expression. 

"Cold, huh? Don’t worry, it won’t last long. It’s a seal for that knife wound. It’s healing well, but it was 
awfully deep...the auscles are stil] weak where they were separated. That pain you felt shows your lung isn’t 
coepletely healed either. 1’e going to let you out, Jia, but I want you to promise to take it easy this tine. 
Provided you don’t try a forty-yard dash, I think you’]1 be all right.' 

After he got dressed, Kirk walked over to Sarek. "I’m glad to see that you’re getting better, sir." 

Sarek bowed his head slightly. “Thanks to the skill of your surgeon, Captain, I seea to be making a satistacto- 
ry recovery. However, I feel it will be a few days before I am allowed to resuae ay duties...° 

"I'd agree with that evaluation,” said McCoy, who had come up behind thea unnoticed. “Asbassador, you need 
aore sleep. Jia - out!" 

Kirk grinned at the Vulcan’s upraised eyebrow so like that of his son. He had seen aany of Spock’s aannerisas 
in Sarek during the past couple of days and found hiaself wondering if Sarek was aware of thea - aware of Spock’s 
unstated respect and adairation of a aan whose expectations he found it iapossible to live up to. He also wondered 
if Spock was aware of thea. Probably not ~ there was still a deep, underlying tension whenever Spock caae to visit 
his father. Kirk had tried to find away to talk to Sarek about his son, but the Vulcan’s reserve discouraged it. 
While it had been easy to talk to Aganda, he found it iapossible to talk to Sarek. Sailing a little, he said he 
would come by later, and escaped from the Sickbay before McCoy had a chance to change his ind and keep hia in bed. 


The black ship sat aotionless, alaost invisible against the velvet black of space. She had been there for 
several days, hovering in silence, a sinister object, watching and waiting. 

Finally, the waiting was over. The seall scout ship they had been expecting arived. The large ship left the 
black void and warped out aeong the stars. 

A group of humanoids gathered in the eain briefing rooa, Their appearance was aore feline than husan. Their 
skin was a tawny color, and their hair grew thick and shaggy, closely reseabling a lion’s mane. As they talked, 
their sharp canine teeth were exposed. What was ost remarkable about their appearance was their eyes. All 
possessed tha sage green, gold-flecked color, with the oversize slit pupil of the cat. Their eyes were slanted, and 
reflected light aade the green in thea stand out brightly. Like the females of their species, who were so highly 
prized at the slave market, they more closely reseabled anisals than civilized sentient beings. They were saall and 
of slight build} their aovements were graceful and quick. They were untaaed, beholden to no aan, aeabers of no 
organization. They were outsiders. They were Orions. 

The gan at the end of the table stood, his eyes catching the light and flashing almost neon. There was a 
Slight hissing sound to his voice, a trait comaon to the Orion speech. 

"The mission to disrupt the Babel Conference has failed in its initial stages. The Enterprise outaaneuvered 
us, and our attack ship was destroyed. 0’Trel is no longer sending out coeaunications...° 

The gathered aen glanced sideways at each other. D’Trei was the bloodmate to D’Tra, the speaker. It was the 
sworn oath of bloodmates to kill those who destroyed their union. 

",..we aust assuae that he, too, has died. Other attack vessels are on their way with the same orders as the 
Dastral. They will intercept and try to destroy the Enterprise before she reaches Babel. We shall be ready 
should they fail yet again.° 
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Green eyes glowed as they swept the rooa. No questions were asked, none were necessary. All knew what was 
expected of thea. 

The fighting forces of the Orions were foraed in a way vastly different from those of other races. Theirs was 
not a service under a chain of co@sand, but separate units loosely connected. Only the ship’s comsander was bound 
by any authority outside his ship - and even that was often tenuous. The @en under his command were fiercely loyal 
to only one gan: their comaander. It was he who chose thea, he who trained thea - with hi they divided the spoils 
of war and pirateering, their success or destruction in his hands. It was the dreae of aany of Orion’s youth to be 
picked for the elite forces. Those who were selected were the best Orion had to offer. All their lives they had 
lived on the legends and exploits of the Orion raiders; their loyalty was assured from the start. Each ship was only 
as strong as its coasander aade it - each ship and crew wanted to be the strongest in the fleet, and each carried 
its own pride. 

The chosen raiders roased far froa their planet, constantly on the aove, looking for new prey, for plunder and 
gain. Infrequently, they would return to Orion to resupply the ship, and to take on newrecruits if their nuaber 
had fallen. New orders would come to thea occasionally via se@all scout ships those few tiees it became necessary 
for the noraally solitary ships to bank together for a show of strength. It was here that the ships’ leaders were 
especially iaportant - they were the ones who had to work together. It was here that the strength of their 
leadership showed, for they had to share the spoils of war with others, something alien to their instincts. It was 
here that the crews aust fully obey the orders of their coseander. 


Jie Kirk buaped into Spock as they arrived at Sickbay. He grinned at his first officer. ‘This is getting a 
little boring, isn’t it?® 

Spock’s eyebrows rose. ‘It does seea repetitious, seeing as the good doctor’s findings are the saee each day.° 

Chuckling, Kirk led the way into the sickbay. They greeted A@anda and Sarek, who were just finishing dinner. 
Kirk noted with some concern the fact that Spock still visibly withdrew in the presence of his father. 

McCoy cage in a few ainutes later. He quickly aoved Kirk and Spock into the next rooa. Kirk sat on one of the 
beds and watched McCoy work on Spock. Silence ruled except for the bleeps froa the scanner. Finally, McCoy stood 
back. 

"It’s worse, Spock. Your blood production rate is way off. I think you’d better stay here overnight. I want 
to start you on soae drug therapy, and I want you where I can aonitor your reactions." 

There was no arquaent from Spock, and that concerned Kirk. Noreally, the Vulcan would have put up a healthy 
resistance. That there was none proved that Spock adaitted he was not feeling very well. 

McCoy’s check on Kirk was brief. All his readings were satisfactory, and the healing was coaing along well. 
Kirk was pulling his unifora shirt back on when McCoy asked hia if he had tiee for a drink. 

*I’d like one, ° said Kirk with a saile. “It’s been too long since last tiae.® 

McCoy sailed slightly at Kirk’s unspoken stateaent of his fondness for his evenings spent with McCoy over a 
bottle of the doctor’s favorite brandy. 

A friendly silence fell over the two een as they savored the fine old brandy, the ateosphere ware and 
coafortable. Kirk swirled the liqueur in his glass, watching the alternating sparkle and shadow as the aaber fluid 
caught the light. 

McCoy watched hia for afew ainutes, looking at the faeiliar planes and shadows of his face, the youthful 
lines scarcely aarred by the burden of coaaand. Kirk glanced up and caught McCoy’s eyes. 

"You’re worried about Spock, aren’t you?" 

McCoy looked down, unable to aeet the tense gaze. "Yes, soae. I don’t like it when that crazy Vulcan pops up 
with sogething abnoraal. | have enough trouble trying to figure out how he runs when he’s okay.° 

"Is it serious?" 

McCoy looked up. "No...no, I don’t think so. Not yet, anyway. The drug I used was aade for Rigelians, not 
Vulcans. Spock’s having soae reactions which weren’t noted in the Rigelian research. His blood count isn’t good, 
but I’a fairly sure I can rectify the problem, He’ll have to stay in Sickbay for a few days so I can aonitor hia," 

Kirk nodded, “It aight be a good idea if he wasn’t with his father..." 

"Yeah, I figured that.” McCoy had noticed the strain when Sarek and Spock were together. He looked at Kirk 
for a long while, a question on his face. 

"Okay, Bones, what else is bothering you?" 

"Nothing.® 

"Oh, come on. You’ve admitted to sensing a tension between Sarek and Spock - and I’ve noticed the sage thing 
between you and Spock when I*@ around. Don’t you think you should get it off your chest?® 
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McCoy’s face reddened a little. But it had been bugging hia, so he aight as well get it out into the open. 
"All right. When the Andorian attacked you, you were badly hurt, and you knew it...’ 

Kirk nodded, but didn’t say anything. 

*,..why did you call Spock, not ae?" 

Kirk looked a little surprised. The answer seemed so obvious to hia - but reflecting on it, he could see that 
McCoy aight not be able to see it so easily. 

"Bones, your duty is to save lives ~ sine, at the eoment, is to get the Enterprise and her passengers safely 
to Babel. So far, not such has gone right on this trip. When I was attacked, I didn’t know if it was an isolated 
incident or if things were being disrupted shipwide. Calling Spock insured that the ship would be on instant alert - 
all ambassadors covered by security, all department heads called on duty - and I knew you would be notified. At 
this point, ay life was not of top priority, auch as [’a attached to it. I knew Spock would go by Starfleet order 
of importance - and that you aight not.® 

McCoy nodded glualy, feeling the familiar pang which always hit when Kirk, pointedly or not, showed how auch he 
valued and depended on Spock. He knew Kirk’s analysis was a good one from Starfleet’s point of view, but he could 
only see how close he had come once again to losing Kirk, and each tiae hurt worse than the last. 

"Yeah, J guess that sakes sense." He finished his brandy in a big gulp. Kirk put his glass on the desk, 
sensing that whatever camaraderie they shared would be lost for the night. McCoy would never be a gilitary aan, he 
would never really understand about Spock and what they shared that was so different from what he shared with 
McCoy. The doctor’s life revolved around a different set of standards. Kirk knew that those different standards 
would always hold McCoy and Spock apart, that their shared friendship with hia would bind thea together. probably 
only as long as he stayed between thea. He got up and walked around the desk, putting his hand on McCoy’s shoulder. 

“Goodnight, Bones. Thanks for the drink.* 

McCoy sat staring at the closed door, and thinking about the aan - alaost young enough to be his son - who was 
gradually becosing the sost iaportant person in his life. He had been badly hurt once before when he let his 
eeotions start to rule his judgaent - and he would have to be very careful not to let it happen again. 


The Enterprise warped steadily toward Babel. Tension still ran high agong the delegates, but there was no 
gore open hostility. All the ambassadors had security aen detailed to be with thea at all times, and each 
ambassadorial party also had security guards. They were there not only to protect, but to prevent any further 
attacks froe within the ranks of the delegates themselves. . 

While Spock was in Sickbay, Scotty became Kirk’s indispensible right-hand aan. A great deal of Kirk’s tine was 
taken in appeasing various ambassadors. He found that he tired very quickly, and McCoy was breathing down his neck 
aking sure that he didn’t overdo it. This left Scotty virtually running the Enterprise by hiaself. When Kirk 
wasn’t with the delegates, he was in his quarters sleeping. Scotty didn’t bother hia with any details of ship 
routine unless he asked, figuring Kirk had enough problems without that. When Kirk tried to thank hia, Scotty 
shrugged it off, a little embarrassed. 

When he had time, Kirk would sit with Spock, finding their quiet conversation relaxing. With Spock, he always 
found he could share some of the pressures of command. Some of the crushing burden could be eased, if only for a 
short time. McCoy left them alone, knowing this was something he could not share. He fought the resentaent he felt 
when he saw thea together, but was not always entirely successful. 


Kirk’s back was aching and he could feel the fasiliar exhaustion gradually claising hia. He rubbed his hand 
over his eyes, trying to force hiaself to be alert. When he took his hand down, Scotty was standing at his side. 

"Captain..." He didn’t need to goon. Kirk knew he had reached the end of his reserves. 

"Thank you, Mr. Scott. You have the con. I'll be in ay quarters if you naed me." A saile waraed Scotty’s 
eyes as he watched Kirk leave for the turbolift. After the doors had shut, he settled hiaself in the command chair, 
ready to pass the few hours left to end-of-shift. 


"Mr. Scott - sensors show four ships on an intercept course with the Enterprise.“ 

"Configuration, Mr. Chekov?" 

“Unfasiliar, sir, but they reseable the Orion ship we fought a few days ago.° 

“Anything on comaunications, Lieutenant?° 

"Negative, Mr. Scott. [’m hailing on all frequencies, but get no response. * 

Reluctantly, Scotty hit the intercom for Kirk’s quarters. He knew how exhausted his captain was, but this 
required his attention. 
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Kirk anwered rather groggily. He had just dropped into a deep sleep when Scotty called. In the short tiee it 
took the engineer to relate the newest trouble, he completely woke up. "I’ll be right there, Scotty. Keep trying 
to hail thea, and put the ship on battle readiness. Kirk out.‘ 

The sirens and lights of red alert were sounding throughout the ship as Kirk ducked into Sickbay. "McCoy, I 
need Spock. Can you let hia go?" 

Spock was already changing out of Sickbay fatigues, and within seconds was accoapanying Kirk to the bridge. He 
took the scanners, and Chekov went back to navigation. 

"Screens are on full, sir," said Sulu. "They’re still coming straight at us." 

Kirk glanced at Spock, who was glued to his scanner. “Anything, Mr. Spock?" 

"Yes, Captain. These ships are the saee design as the Orion ship we destroyed. I would suspect that their 
aission is essentially the saee.° 

Kirk swung around to Uhura. "How long before the Lexington and Excalibur get here?" 

"It should be soon, Captain. Starfleet diverted thea froa their regular patrols as soon as we contacted thee 
after our last fight with the Orions. Their estiaated arrival tise was three days, and it’s been aleost seventy 
hours now. I have tried hailing frequencies, but get no response. They’re still out of range." 

"Spock, anything on long range scanners?° 

"Negative, Captain - I only pick up the four alien vessels.” 

Kirk sat in silence, his eyes on the viewing screen, his fingers absently tracing his lips. They were in deep 
trouble. He suspected that these ships had the saae orders as the last, and that they would be willing to die to 
accoaplish their goal. The Enterprise was outnuabered four to one - odds difficult enough even when the ether side 
intended to survive. 

He pushed the intercoe. "Captain to crew. We are in for a rough ride. I want all back-up systeas on 
eaergency standby, and relief personnel to be at their stations, ready to take over iamediately if necessary. 
Security personnel, double your nuabers assigned to the aabassadorial parties. Be ready for any sign of hostile 
activity. Kirk out.® 

"They’re breaking foraation, Captain,” said Spock, eyes still pressed to his sensors. "They will probably coae 
at us froe different directions, and try to catch us in a crossfire...” 

Again Kirk hit the intercoa. "Bridge to engineering.” 

"Scott here, Captain.® 

"Scotty, I’a going to need every bit of power your engines can give - shields, phasers, warp-drive - we’re 
going to have to fight.° 

"Aye, Captain - you’]] have everything we can give you.” 

"Good. Kirk out." 

Spock’s prediction was correct. The seall ships started their attacks at randoa, coming at the Enterprise at 
their top warp speed, not giving her a chance to keep her forward shields to any one ship. Their lightning speed 
aade it next to iapossible to accurately return fire; the Federation starship aanaged to hit with a glancing blow 
only occasionally, while she was continually rocked with full blasts. 

Working desperately, Spock and Chekov fed data into the coaputers - and finally one Orion ship was destroyed by 
the direct hit of a photon torpedo. Now it was three to one. 

"Shields two and five have buckled, Captain.° 

"Emergency power, Mr. Spock.” 

The Vulcan hit the switch, watched aomentarily, then turned to Kirk. "It’s no use, sir - reserve power is not 
sufficient to raise thea. The ship’s reserves are being drained by all systeas reaaining on full power.” 

"All right. Mr. Sulu, evasive aaneuvers...we’ve got to start ducking and running at warp speed." 

The Enterprise dodged and turned, sosetiaes successfully evading fire, other tiees rocking violently roe a 
direct hit on weakened or fallen shields. Medical teags were running full out; with the ship’s shielding no longer 
able to protect at full power, there were not just buaps and bruises, but critical injuries and deaths. 

The bridge crew worked at peak efficiency; as often as they were flung from their seats by repeated boabard- 
aents, they were instantly back, returning fire, darting away froa the next onslaught. One attacking ship aeade 
repeated passes at the area of the bridge, and systeas were beginning to short out from the destructive energy 
hurled at thea. Suddenly, part of the hele exploded, showering flaees and sparks high into the air, burning Sulu’s 
hand badly. 

"Get down to Sickbay!" Kirk had already taken Sulu’s place before the helasaan had made it to the turbolift. 
The barrage cage again, flinging Kirk and Chekov out of their seats. Dizzying pain swept through Kirk as he was 

_ispaled on the edge of the hele console. He could hardly get back to his feet. He could feel soaething wara on his 
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back, but took no tise to speculate as to what it was. 

"Captain, I have radio contact with the Excalibur." 

"Tell thea to get here as fast as they can, Lieutenant! Chekov, fire with everything you’ve got left, try to 
keep those shields safe. We’ve only got to hold on a few minutes longer...* 

The bridge was starting to blur, as fierce pain swept through his chest. “Spock, take over the hela..." 

He stuabled back into the command chair, and the Vulcan slid into the vacated seat. Under his guidance, the 
Enterprise continued to dip and swerve, maneuvering in a course toward the rapidly approaching Excalibar. Kirk 
fought to stay conscious, fought to keep his mind clear in order to help Chekov. Another of their torpedoes slowed 
the oncoming attack of the second ship. 

Suddenly, the ship in front of them exploded ina blinding light, and the Excalibur flashed past their 
screens in pursuit of the now-fleeing Orions. 

"Captain, the Lexington is within range..." Uhura’s voice was strained, but the note of triumph in it 
couldn’t be hidden. 

Kirk leaned back, his face paling with the sovement. ‘Mr. Leslie, relieve Mr. Spock. Chekov, have the phasers 
on standby, but be ready. Kirk to engineering.’ 

“Aye, sir.” 

"Ease back on the engines, Mr. Scott, I think we’ve made it." 

"Not a moment too soon, Captain - they’re red hot. But we’ll keep a little reserve ready, just in case.° 

"Good, Scotty - Kirk out. Mr. Leslie, conserve power as auch as possible. Mr. Chekov, plot a heading to Babel. 
Let the other ships catch up with us when they’ve finished, I think we’ve done all we can for the aoment.” 

"Aye, Captain.’ 

As Kirk wrapped his ara around his chest, trying to ease the agony of breathing, Spock appeared beside hia. 
"Captain, I think you’d better get to Sickbay - the back of your unifora is covered with blood..." 

Kirk nodded. In the heat of action, he had tried to ignore the blinding pain in his body. Wow that the danger 
had passed, it was bearing down hard. 

As the turbolift started its descent, Kirk was finding it sore and sore difficult to breathe. When he tried 
anything deeper than a shallow breath, searing pain shot through his ribcage. He turned to Spock, but it was too 
late. He gasped for air, but none came. The pain doubled hia as he fought desperately for oxygen. He grabbed for 
Spock, his hands raking at the Vulcan’s aras as he slowly crumpled to the floor, fighting for his breath, fighting 
for his life - and losing the battle for both. He lay there, body aching, ares spread wide, the sound of his 
desperate struggle for air filling the turbolift. 

Spock hit the intercoa. "McCoy, aedical emergency...the Captain...in the turbolift...Deck 5." He dropped to 
his knees, helpless to do anything. The terrible gasping grew louder, more demanding. 

A yound aedic was standing at the turbolift doors when they opened. His face paled when he saw Kirk thrashing 
against Spock’s restraining hands. He shrank a little from Spock’s icy glance. 

"Where’s McCoy?" 

"He’s tied up in engineering, sir...he’l] get here as soon as he can." 

"Well, don’t just stand there - help ae!" 

The young gan dropped to his knees, putting his fingers on Kirk’s puise. It was racing. He got a respirator 
from the small cart standing in the corridor and tried to fix it on Kirk’s face, but the man’s thrashing sade it 
next to iapossible. 

Kirk’s breathing worsened. His face was quickly turning a deeper red as he fought for air. With Spock’s total 
strength bearing down, they finally held hia steady enough to get the respirator in place. Kirk’s struggles were 
alaost turning into convulsions. The medic seemed at a loss as to what to do next. 

Suddenly, McCoy was there. He took one look at Kirk, then turned to Nurse Chapel. 

"Pneugothorax - needle!® 

Spock knew he wasn’t one to create illusions under duress, but he could have sworn that the needle McCoy held 
was at least a foot long. McCoy ripped Kirk’s unifore shirt open and slid the neadle in through his ribs about four 
inches down. Air and blood whooshed out of the chest cavity. 

"Oxygen! No, get me the oxyo-stiaulater. We’ve got to keep oxygen going to his brain!® The respirator was 
pulled off and a mask fitted over Kirk’s face, as he continued his struggle for air. Spock knelt helplessly as the 
fight for life went on. 

"Come on, we’ve got to get hia to surgery. He’s ruptured the suscles in his chest...one lung’s collapsed and 
the other is going. We’ve got real trouble... Oh, daan, that knife wound in his back’s opened again. Spock, why 
the hell did you let hia stay on the bridge?® 
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"Where were you when he needed you?" 

McCoy threw Spock an angry glance - then he was gone, following the aedic and stretcher that were charging down 
the hall, McCoy’s top aedical teaa running alongside it. 

Spock followed aore slowly, reaching Sickbay as the routine procedures prior to surgery were quickly coapleted. 
He stood silently by Kirk’s stretcher, his stomach tied in a hard knot. McCoy’s @anner was strictly professional 
now, but his pale face told Spock that the doctor was as scared as he was. Within ainutes, the surgical teae was 
ready, and Kirk was wheeled off, 

Spock stood frozen by the now eapty space where Kirk’s stretcher had been. A tiny pool of red lay at his feet, 
the life-blood of a @an who had given hia a reason to live instead of exist. Now that aan was dying, and McCoy’s 
gria expression told Spock that he aight not be able to do anything to prevent it. 

"You are showing eaotion, Spock." 

Strong disapproval sounded in his father’s voice. Spock was eosentarily startled - then his stricken eyes eet 
those which so often disapproved his actions. This time, Spock knew he could not defend the naked eaotion he was 
displaying, I¢ he spoke, there would be no way he could cover the icy anger his father’s words had caused. Taking 
a deep breath, he turned and walked out of Sickbay. * 


McCoy threw the blood-stained towel across the roog. Six hours, and what good had it done? McCoy had gotten 
the collapsed lungs inflated again; he had sealed the ruptured chest auscles, and again closed the knife wound. He 
could replace the lost blood, he could supply the life-giving oxygen - but he didn’t know if he could fight the deep 
shock that was draining Kirk’s vital life-forces. A huaan body could take only so auch before it gave up. Kirk had 
the spirit to live, but did he have the strength? Medically, McCoy had done everything possible - now he could only 
hope. 

He sighed as he got to his feet and headed for the intensive care unit. Christine Chapel was there, gently 
sponging Kirk’s face. She looked up as McCoy entered. 

"Any change?” 

She silently shook her head. The panel readings were dangerously low, and Kirk was still deeply unconscious. 
McCoy looked away, despair gripping hia. All the odds were against Kirk’s survival. 


For the next days, Spock functioned in a void. He was again in comaand while his friend aight be dying, and 
this tise the probability was high that Kirk couldn’t recover. Things had settled down among the passengers, their 
cosaon danger binding thea closer; but intereittent disputes still de@anded a great deal of Spock’s tiee. 

The Lexington and Excalibur escorted the Enterprise the rest of the way to Babel, which gave Spock tiae 
to spend with Kirk he would not noreally have had. 

The strain on Spock was taking its toll. Hanging over his head every ainute was the knowledge that Kirk was no 
better. Any spare ainutes he had, which were few enough, he spent in Sickbay, in the small room where Kirk lay so 
silent, his vital signs read by aachines outside the room, in order to allow hia coaplete quiet. Only McCoy and 
Spock entered, Occasionally, Spock eet the doctor - but no words were spoken. McCoy still blased Spock for what 
had happened, and Spock knew that trying to reason with hie was useless. Spock neither ate nor slept, but kept 
driving hieself relentlessly, trying to keep the possibility of Kirk’s dying at ara’s length. 

Throughout Spock’s trials, one person watched hie and worried about hia, even though she was helpless to do 
anything for hie. Aganda watched hia as she had done for so @any years on Vulcan, suffering silently as she saw the 
torture he was enduring. 

Standard orbit around Babel had been achieved. Spock’s duty had officially ended. He had been present as aost 
of the delegates had beased down. Only a few were left, and they were going to stay on board the Enterprise until 
the nest day. His parents were among thea, McCoy had released Sarek froe Sickbay a few days earlier, but wanted to 
run a physical in the aorning before he would let the Vulcan take up the exacting job of diplosacy. 

Spock was sitting alone in Sickbay with Kirk, who had rallied somewhat during the past twenty-four hours. His 
life-readings were still dangerously low, but stable. Kirk started aoving restlessly on the bed, as he had 
frequently in the past few hours. He was no longer deeply unconscious. Spock stood quickly, and held his shoulders 
with gentle firaness. He checked to aake sure the tube was still attached to Kirk’s ara. 

"Hold still, Jim." Please, please, hold on’ The restless aoveaents stopped, but the eyes remained shut. 
Spock stood, his own eyes resting on the pale face, his @ind seeing Kirk in action, coaaanding, teasing, laughing, 
lying face down, dying... 

"No!" 

Suddenly, he was aware of someone standing just inside the door. He struggled for control, but it was too late- 
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Amanda had already seen hia. 

"Spock..." 

She had never seen such torture on her son’s face - such open and naked hurt. “You care for hia a great deal, 
don’t you?" 

Spock stood frozen, the curtain he had constructed against a world he could not bear gradually failing. Mother 
and son stood as strangers. 

"Spock, don’t shut ae out. You don’t have to be alone." Her eyes went to the silent figure lying on the bed 
in front of Spock. “Jia Kirk loves you." She looked up again. “You were taught to survive - without that you 
would never have had the courage to stand against your father. I knew you had to leave Vulcan, I understood how you 
felt even if your father didn’t. There’s too auch of ae in you, Spock...” She aoved forward until only the narrow 
bed with its precious burden separated thea. ‘Children grow and change - they aust live their own lives. Your life 
is Starfleet now, and Jie Kirk. Reach out to hia, not into yourself. He’s a strong ean, Spock...strong because of 
you. He needs you now. Don’t let go of yourself - for his sake." 

They stood for along moment in silence. Aeanda couldn’t tell if Spock had even heard her. There was no 
change in his face, no acknowledgement of her words. Slowly she turned away and quietly walked out of Sickbay. She 
didn’t know if she had done the right thing to come. Somehow Spock had to realize how auch Kirk needed hia. If he 
could break out of the fear that held hia, aaybe he could reach out and give Kirk the support which he badly needed. 
By giving of hiasel¢, he might shake off some of his brooding despair and be able to strengthen his friend. 


Ware fingers weaved through the blackness of his existence. He gradually case back from the coldness of his 
world and floated upward.. The void filled with ware colors, the swirling sists grew brighter, and reality slowly 
dawned. 

Tears were Sliding down the Vulcan’s face, hot tears which splashed onto Kirk’s chest as Spock leaned over hia, 
his hands still fixed in the now-fasiliar melding pattern. Kirk blinked a couple of times before the fuzziness 
cleared from his vision. His throat felt cracked and dry. 

"Spock..." 

No sore speech would come - but that was sufficient. Spock slowly sat back, struggling to stop the tears which 
had started when he’d first achieved the eld and found the alaost total blackness of Kirk’s mind} but the strain of 
the past week, his exhaustion, and finally his aother’s words, had sapped the fragile control that he had fought so 
desperately to saintain. His sobs grew stronger as he gave in. 

Kirk weakly reached out, took hold of Spock’s shoulder, and ganaged to draw Spock’s head down onto his chest. 
He lay silently holding the shaking body. 

It was a long tise before Spock regained control. The sobbing gradually ceased, but he didn’t move. Kirk 
gently put his hand on the silky, raven hair, understanding Spock’s need for silence, and for contact. 


He aust have dozed off. McCoy was suddenly there, fussing like a other hen, and Spock was gone. He felt 
weak, but oddly at peace. He lay quietly, not resisting any of McCoy’s @inistrations. When he had finished, the 
doctor stood looking down at hia. 

“Welcome back.° 

“Thanks.” 

A brief smile crossed McCoy’s face. He squeezed Kirk’s shoulder. “Get some rest. [’11 be back later.’ 

The bridge was quiet, the crew working in its usual efficient way. McCoy saw Spock leaning over his computer, 
his face bathed in the strange bluish hue. He walked over and stood beside hia. At first the Vulcan ignored hia, 
but finally he straightened and turned to face McCoy, a slightly wary look in his eyes. él 

McCoy looked at hia for a few seconds. Spock had not stayed in Sickbay. He had simply called to say that the 
Captain was conscious, and had left before the doctor had arrived. What had he wanted to hide? 

As the dark eyes set his, McCoy drew a deep breath. "J only wanted to say ’thank you’, Spock.” 

A slight nod, nothing else. 

McCoy felt a little uncomfortable, but plowed ahead. “I shouldn’t have blamed you. It wasn’t your fault..." 

Spock’s expression didn’t change. 

"IT guess what’s important is that Jia’s back..." Suddenly, McCoy had the feeling that he was intruding. He 
looked down at his fest. ‘Just wanted to say I’a sorry." He turned abruptly and eade his way to the turbolift. 

"Doctor..." 

Spock’s voice made hia start. He turned around, the distance of the bride separating thea, but one aan holding 
thea close. 
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",..80 30 I," 

Brown eyes and blue aet with understanding. * 

"Daan it, Bones, will you let me out of this place? There’s absolutely nothing wrong with ae - even I can read 
that stupid panel!" 

"Ten pounds underweight, physically drained, lungs weak, partially-healed wound in the middle of your back, 
chest auscles torn - ’absolutely nothing wrong’?° 

"For once, I agree with you, Doctor..." 

Kirk and McCoy had been so caught up in their argument that they hadn’t heard Spock come in. 

"This is a conspiracy," Kirk auttered, sluaping back into the pillows. 

"Plus, Captain, you still won’t eat...and if you try to walk to the far side of the room, you’re exhausted. 
Still feel fine?" 

Kirk glared at McCoy but didn’t answer. The doctor smiled and turned back to Spock. "Did you get the 
information?" 

"Affirmative. We are only two parsecs from Rigel 9. There is a suitable facility in their capital city. 1 
have made all the necessary arrangements." 

"What arrangements?" Kirk was ignored. 

"Who’s in charge of sedicine there?® 

"Asos Bradley ~ a past colleaque of yours, ! believe." 

"What’s going on?” Again no one answered hia. 

"Asos! Now that’s a stroke of luck." 

"Will someone tell me what the hell’s going on?" 

"Of course, Captain,” said McCoy in his aost professional manner, although he was unable to keep the gleaa out 
of his eyes. "I have requested medical leave for both you and your first officer. | was going to come along, but 
forgot about that blasted lecture tour 1’d agreed to. We are very close to Rigel 9, and there is an excellent 
rehabilitation center there - and you two are going. Spock needs rest and tiae to adjust to the drug that is getting 
his blood level back to noraal. You need more tise to recover, and you’l! recover faster in fresh air and sunshine, 
with plenty of good food..." 

"I don’t need...’ 

"Medical order, Jia. I’ not going to argue - you’re going!" 

"The Enterprise will go on to Starbase 12, Captain, for repair of the damage sustained in the fight with the 
Orions. The crew is going to have a few weeks of shore leave. We are going to make advantageous use of that free 
tiae,” 

"At least someone could have included ae in the planning,” Kirk auttered. 

"And ended up in a bigger arguaent than we’re in now? Not on your life, Captain. It’s not often I get to 
order you around, but I’@ ordering now ~ and arguing’s not good for a @an in your condition.” 

Kirk’s uttering stopped, and he lay staring at McCoy. Then slowly a smile showed at the corners of his aouth. 
"I concede defeat, Bones. You’re right, as usual.” 

Spock silently let out his pent-up breath. He had expected Kirk to be more difficult. 


It was with genuine regret that McCoy left them. He had beased down with Kirk and Spock, had seen that Kirk 
was properly received. After a long talk with Amos Bradley, he reluctantly returned to the ship. 

Kirk tried his best to be cooperative, but he was unused to being an invalid, or at least to being treated like 
one, and was irked by all the restrictions put on his activities. He grew depressed as he was fussed over and 
Waited upon. Spock watched as Kirk drew ever further away, then finally went to talk to Dr. Bradley, 

Bradley listened as Spock explained the problem. He had not known aany Vulcans other than the ones who had 
come to his clinic. He had found them all to be cold and undemonstrative, but this aan was different. Although he 
spoke with the cool logic of his race, there was a deep, underlying concern in his ganner which impressed Bradley, 

"So, Mr. Spock, you feel you are sore qualified to care for Captain Kirk than the aeabers of ay staff?® 

"Not more qualified, sir, but better able to understand and deal with the Captain. His problems are no longer 
entirely medical, and J feel competent to cope with those areas. Any medical treateent would, of course, cose froa 
your people.° 

Bradley looked at hie thoughtfully, then seemed to reach acconclusion. “Leonard said that | should abide by 
your wishes. He mentioned that something like this might happen. Well, he knows his stuff, All right, Mr. Spock - 
171] have ay staff brief you...’ 
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Spock hardly heard Bradley’s words. It did not surprise hie that McCoy had anticipated Kirk’s reaction, but he 
was surprised by the doctor’s recommendations. McCoy could resent and fight with hia, but his sensitivity alaost 
always won out where Kirk was concerned. * 


Spock gently shut the door, waiting for his eyes to adjust to the gloom. Kirk was slumped down in the pillows, 
his eyes shut. Spock knew he wasn’t sleeping, so he went over and opened the curtains. Bright sunlight flooded the 
room, its long fingers of gold falling across the bed and resting on the pale figure lying there. Kirk opened his 
eyes, squinting against the brightness. 

"Was that necessary?° 

Spock ignored the tone in Kirk’s voice. “It’s a nice day, Jia. J thought you aight enjoy going for a walk." 

"You thought? Nice try, Spock, but I’m a prisoner here - sick, you know, austn’t exert ayself..." Kirk closed 
his eyes, His voice had sounded bitter, hating himself, hating the weakness which forced others to have to look 
after hie. 

Spock didn’t sove from the window. "There are no others, Jim - just ae. Would you like to go for a walk?" 

Kirk’s eyes slowly opened. "What do you aean, ’no others’?" 

"Precisely that. Except for some necessary medical treatment, there is only you and ae. As you grow stronger, 
you will need less treatment. I think I can treat you sufficiently - provided you cooperate." 

A smile crossed Kirk’s face for the first tise in days. "Spock, you’11 find ae the most cooperaive patient in 
the universe! 

Spock highly doubted the truth of Kirk’s statement, but said nothing, Moving to the closet, he got out some of 
Kirk’s clothes, then aoved over to the bed where Kirk was sitting expectantly. He stood back and let the captain 
dress himself, steeling hisseif to watch Kirk’s slow, painful movements, not allowing himself to reach out to help. 

Finally, Kirk stood and held out the tunic. "I think you’1] have to do this,” he said with a rueful grin. 

As Spock put the tunic over Kirk’s head, he saw the still-fresh wound on the human’s back. It stood out red 
and ugly on the lightly-bronzed skin. As Kirk eoved his aras, a slight grunt escaped hia. Spock gently pulled the 
material down, and Kirk tugged it into place with his familiar movement. He walked slowly across the room and pick- 
ed up a comb froe the table, pulling it through his tangled hair. Then he turned to the Vulcan. 

"Ready." He looked so auch like an expectant child, that it was difficult for Spock to keep froe sailing. 

The grounds of the clinic were iapense and parklike. Small animals scampered across the grass and through the 
large trees. Kirk and Spock walked slowly, enjoying the light breeze and wara sun. They case to a stream bubbling 
down a Slight slope and sat by the edge. Kirk took off his boots, letting the cool water flow over his feet. Spock 
sat with his ares hugging his knees, his eyes on Kirk, worried that perhaps they had come too far. But Kirk seemed 
all right. He was idly flicking tiny pebbles into the water, his mind seemingly eiles away. 

"Why didn’t you tell ae Sarek was your father?" 

Spock started. They had sat a long time in silence, and he wasn’t ready for Kirk’s question. Looking up, he 
saw Kirk’s gaze was fully on hie, the hazel eyes somewhat puzzled. Spock sat in silence for a few aoments before he 
answered, 

"] assumed that you already knew, Captain.’ 

"There’s gore than one Vulcan ambassador..." 

Spock nodded, "But only one with a human wife..." His voice grew soft. "There’s only one Vulcan on all of 
Vulcan who has a human wife...” 

Kirk drew his feet out of the water and absently rubbed thea dry. He had been surprised to discover Sarek and 
Amanda were Spock’s parents, but as he thought about it, he wondered if he really should have been. He knew Spock 
was a hybrid - it was certainSy no secret - but he rarely thought about it. If he had made an effort to check his 
dossier, he would have known that Spock’s father was the Vulcan ambassador going to Babel, but things had been so 
hectic after the Enterprise had received her orders, that he hadn’t had time to turn around. 

"Still, you might have aentioned it.’ 

Spock’s dark eyes met Kirk’s thoughtfully. It wasn’t often that his captain reproached hia. He aust have been 
eore disturbed than Spock suspected, being caught off guard like that. Spock had been eabarrassed often emough to 
understand how Kirk felt. 

"I agree, it was a dereliction on ay part. I apologize.* 

The hazel eyes softened. Kirk knew Spock wouldn’t repeat such an error. From now on, whenever they case into 
contact with a Vulcan, Kirk would probably know his life-history from pre-reform Vulcan to the present. Oh, well - 
better to be over-prepared than to get hit with another corker like that. 

Spock got to his feet. “I think it is time we started back, 


104 


Kirk looked reluctant, but didn’t argue. He pulled on his boots somewhat awkwardly, his back protesting the 
slight strain. Spock reached out his hands as Kirk started to get up, and easily lifted the huaan to his feet. 

They walked slowly back to their building in coapanionable silence. Kirk was aore tired than he cared to adait, 
but also eore content than he had been since they arrived. Spock would aake no deaands on hia, provided he didn’t 
overdo it. He felt free and at peace with the world. * 


The days passed quietly. Spock quickly learned the aassage and therapy exercises that Kirk required and went 
about his tasks with easy efficiency. Dr. Bradley had kept a close check on hia at first, feeling his responsibili- 
ty to McCoy, but after observing Spock and seeing Kirk’s favorable response, he worried less and left thea aore on 
their own. 

A part of Kirk’s therapy was swieaing in the heated pool. It was what he enjoyed aost and what Spock enjoyed 
least. Kirk had assured Spock that he was quite safe swiaaing by hiaself, but Spock hesitated to let hia be sucha 
long distance away, so was always at his side as Kirk slowly swae up and down the length of the pool. Kirk’s chest 
ached badly as he forced weak lungs and injured auscles, but the soothing heat of the water aade it possible for hia 
to keep going. Spock kept careful count of the laps, aaking sure that Kirk did no eore than what had been sapped 
out on his recovery prograa. 

Kirk was iepatient with the continued restrictions. He was growing stronger and wanted to do ore, but eet 
stubborn resistance froa Spock whenever he strayed. 

"Daan it Spock, I’a not a baby! I know how auch I can do!® 

Skeptical brown eyes eet his. Spock knew that he could never trust Kirk again. Too often in the past, the 
captain had pushed hiaself farther than his physical staaina would allow. This last tiae, being in coamand when he 
should never have left his bed in Sickbay, had ceaented Spock’s conviction. In the past, Spock was apt to let Kirk 
convince hia that nothing was wrong. Now he knew his captain was a easter at concealing his real condition. He had 
control that Spock had not realized it was possible for a huaan to possess. When Kirk was backed by McCoy, it was 
doubly difficult to tell if he was indeed suffering. Here, Spock could be sure. Kirk underwent a daily physical 
exaa, and Spock reaained at his side while it was being conducted. He knew the extent of Kirk’s injuries; he knew 
that although there had been treaendous ieproveaent, there was still a long way to go. There was no way Kirk was 
going to stray froa the prograe that Bradley had personally set up. 

Kirk’s anger slowly died. When he eet that patient look of Spock’s, he knew that there was no point arguing. 
Spock would let hia blaze, would put up with every angry insult Kirk could hurl at hia. He would not argue back - 
in fact, he would do nothing. But he would be iesovable. Muttering quietly to hieself, Kirk stretched out on the 
bed and forced his body to relax. Yelling at Spock wasn’t going to get hia anywhere. He would do just as well 
yelling at a brick wall. 

Spock heaved a silent sigh and set about his task. He gently kneaded tight auscles, gently but firaly aoved 
Kirk’s aras, trying to ignore the involuntary intake of breath as protesting auscles aade theaselves felt. Spock 
firaly aassaged those auscles, then again stretched Kirk’s areas, bringing tears to the huean’s eyes. 

"I would hate to have you as an eneay, Mr. Spock,” Kirk gasped through clenched teeth. “It’s painful enough 
having you as a friend.’ 

Spock’s eyebrows lifted slightly, but he @ade no comaent - only continued to stretch and aassage the injured 


auscles, 
* 


Another scout ship arrived where the large Orion vessel silently waited to hear the outcose of the last assault 
on the Enterprise. Its commander D’Tra again stood in the briefing rooa. 

“We have failed to prevent the Enterprise from arriving at Babel - the conference has begun. We have no hope 
of stopping the conference now, but the Federation will pay. We will attack as the ship carrying the delegates 
leaves Babel ~ we will show the Federation that we will not tolerate interference with our goals. For this purpose, 
we need to know when and how they are leaving. There is only one gan who surely knows, andd that is the captain of 
the Enterprise - we aust find hia, and soon. Our reports say he is on Rigel 9- hewashurt ina fight with 
D’Trel. We aust go there and take hia..." D’Tra stood silent for a aoaent, his eyes glowing. ‘Once we have our 
inforaation, he will be left with ae...alone..." 

D’Trel’s death would be avenged. In the lonely life of the Orion raider, a bond would often be foraed between 
a cogeander and one whoa he considered aost worthy - soseone who could be his coapanion, his confidant, his equal. 
Often, upon the death of the comaander, this bloodaate would assuee the leadership of the vessel and would then 
choose his own bloodaate. The depth of sharing between bloodeates was such that at the death of one, the other 
would not rest until the one who had caused the bloodaate’s death was hiaselt dead. It was an accepted part of 
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Orion life - and D’Tra’s crew would do all in their power to help hie avenge D’Trel’s death. Whoever was eost 
successful might then be taken as the next bloodaate. 

Only the most experienced left on the next leg of the sission. From now on, whenever an Orion was found, he 
would be detained and held - Starfleet would give no leeway. They commandeered a small Tellerite vessel, using its 
terrified commander to assure their landing on Rigel 9, then left hia stuffed in a storage compartment aboard the 


ship and melted into the city. * 


Kirk leaned back in the chair, taking care not to jar his back. He was tired, almost unpleasantly so. For the 
first time since they had arrived on Rigel 9, he and Spock had left the hospital coeplex and toured the large city 
of Spaah, where the center was located. They had prowled the shopping areas, fascinated by the large variety of 
goods from all over the galaxy. It was rare that they had the free time to indulge in such a pastiae, and they had 
found it thoroughly enjoyable. 

For the first tise in several weeks, Spock had lost hiaself in his surroundings and largely forgotten about 
Kirk. Because of that, and because the captain was deterained not to spoil Spock’s outing, Kirk had exhausted 
hiaself. When Spock stopped examining some Rigelian artifacts, he noticed that Kirk was very, very pale and eoving 
with considerable difficulty. Furious with hiaself and with Kirk, he steered his captain to a nearby cafe and 
insisted that Kirk sit down while he went to get them both something to drink. Kirk didn’t argue - he was feeling 
sick and wobbly. He knew Spock was angry with hia, but he hated to admit the lingering weakness, hated to tie Spock 
down when he could be off enjoying hiaself instead of having to attend an invalid. 

Spock stood in line, waiting to be served. His eyes roved over the people eoving about hie. There were many 
representatives of the galaxy, some hurrying by, intent on their business, others aoving eore slowly as they looked 
in windows of the various stores. 

He got the drinks and started back to where Kirk was sitting. In the distance, he saw Kirk with his hands 
over his eyes. Again he felt his anger rise that he hadn’t noticed Kirk was getting tired. He knew he couldn’t 
trust Kirk to say he was in difficulty - the huean would go until he dropped before he complained. 

Suddenly, Spock stopped, all senses alert. A strange odor hung in the air, an odor so slight that the average 
person would never notice it. It was an odd, ausky smell. Spock knew that only one race in the galaxy possessed 
that distinctive odor: Orions. He had been exposed to it only once before, and that had been far across the galaxy 
from Rigel 9, He had been a lieutenant in charge of a siaple survey trip to Ordan, a planet rich in minerals but 
devoid of animal life. They had aleost completed gathering their data when they had received an emergency signal 
from their ship, which had suddenly come under attack. They had waited helplessly while the battle raged in space 
above thea. The Orion ship had been badly damaged, and some of its crew had escaped by shuttle to the planet. They 
had not expected to be eet there by meebers of Starfleet. Spock had never forgotten their hostility as they were 
held captive, he’d never forgotten the air of menace, nor would he ever forget the distinctive, ausky odor of the 
species, an odor which increased as their primitive eeotions were freed. The spy aboard the &nterprise had had 
his scent aasked, and that was one of the things that had thrown Spock off the track of the Orions for so long. 

Without seeming to do so, Spock carefully scanned the crowd. Finally, he spotted thea standing at the far 
corner of the courtyard. They blended into the background; only an experienced eye looking specifically for thea 
would have found thea there. Keeping an eye on thea, Spock walked over to Kirk. As he put the drinks on the table, 
Kirk looked up, his face pale and full of pain. Spock reached into his pocket and pulled out a container of red 
pills. He shook out a couple and handed thea to Kirk. They were taken without arguaent. 

As they finished their drinks, Spock kept a wary eye on the two Orions. They neither aoved nor spoke. Their 
strange green eyes never left Kirk. Spock was aware of the single-minded purpose of the Orion race. He had viewed 
the tremendous surgical alteration Thelev had undergone to pass hiaself off as an Andorian} he had even had contact 
lenses which disguised the green cat-like eyes. The Orions rarely came to populated planets, and they never aixed 
socially. Now that the Federation and Starfleet were looking for them, why were they here? Why now? And what did 
they intend to do? 

Kirk moved painfully in his seat. ‘I think we’d better get back, Spock. I’ve just about had enough." 

Rather an understatement, Spock thought to hiaself as he helped Kirk to his feet. As they walked back, Spock 
automatically slowed his stride to match Kirk’s. He was acutely aware that the two Orions were following, always 
Staying the same distance away. Spock doubted that they realized he had seen thea, A human wouldn’t have, and 
Spock doubted if he would have, if it weren’t for their peculiar scent. 

When they got back to the hospital complex, Spock helped Kirk undress and step into the hot whirlpool bath, 
then set the teaperature and speed. As Kirk eased down into the foaming water, he let out a deep sigh, Spock 
adjusted the headrest, made sure Kirk was coafortable, then left hia to soak and relax. 
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He carefully shut the door behind hia as he entered the living room. Kirk needed tiae to recover from the 
strain of the day’s outing, and he needed time to think. He walked over to the window and looked out at the lights 
of the hospital buildings and the city beyond, Somewhere out in that vastness were two Orions, possibly sore. 
Spock knew that Orions rarely cage to inhabited planets. Any dealings they had with other races were carried on 
from their home planet. Yet now they were here on Rigel 9, and Spock was sure it was no accident that they happened 
to be where the commander of the Enterprise was. Determination was a part of the Orion eakeup. They meant to 
have Corridon and would eliminate anyone or anything standing in their way. 

Making up his ind, he moved over to the seal] communication pane] and placed a call to Starfleet Headquarters 
on Rigel 9. He explained his suspicions and related what he had observed earlier that day. Like aost desk-bound 
Starfleet representatives, the aan he talked to was unwilling to make any decision, but promised instead to contact 
his superior officer immediately. Spock hid his irritation and said he would be waiting for an answer. 

While he waited, he checked on Kirk. The human had fallen into a deep sleep in the whirlpool. Spock shook his 
head as he turned it off. Kirk didn’t stir. The Vulcan pulled up his sleeves and picked Kirk up out of the tub, 
getting soaked in the process. Carefully, he carried the sleeping human to his bedroom and laid hia on the bed, 
then quickly ran to gat a towel. He gently dried Kirk off. Then, cradling the human against his chest, he pulled 
down the covers and carefully eased Kirk down, pulling the covers over hia. During the entire operation, Kirk never 
stirred - a sure sign of his exhaustion. Spock stood looking down at hia, feeling a little exasperated at his 
captain’s continued foolish behavior. 

He was shaken out of his reverie by a knock at the outer door of their suite. Abruptly, he bacase aware that 
he was soaking wet ~ but before he had a chance to do anything about it, the knock case again, louder and sore 
insistent. Spock closed the door to Kirk’s room as he left it, then activated the lock to the main door, 

Starfleet had moved quickly. A ean stood in the doorway, the stripes of a comsodore on his red unifora. 
Standing behind hia was a seall group of security personnel. [f he was surprised at Spock’s appearance, it did not 
show on his face. 

“Commander Spock?" 

“Comsodore Moore.” They had never met, but each knew the other through reputation. Comaodore Moore was a top 
security man - efficient, well-liked, and capable, ‘Please come in, sir.° 

Moore motioned for the detail to stay outside and accepted Spock’s offer of a seat and a drink. After taking a 
long swallow, he looked at the Vulcan. "Now, suppose you tell ae exactly what you saw today... 


After Spock finished, Moore remained silent, trying to see from all angles exactly what was facing thea. He 
agreed with Spock’s assessment: the Orions had not yet given up their assault on the Babel delegates. But why were 
they suddenly here on Rigel 9? Finally he looked at Spock. 

"I think we’d better get Captain Kirk in here, Commander. We need everyone’s thoughts on this.” 

Spock nodded reluctantly as he got to his feet. Just as he was about to leave, Moore stopped hia. 

"Comaander, may I suggest that you perhaps change into some dry clothes? 

Spock had forgotten he had been drenched and was suddenly aware of his cold, clamay clothes. “Of course, 
Commodore. I shall return in a aoment.’ 

Kirk was still deeply asleep when Spock went in to wake hia. The Vulcan stood by the bed, reluctant to put 
this problea directly on Kirk’s shoulders - but thare was no way it could be avoided. Kirk had to know what was 
going on. He reached down finally, touching Kirk’s shoulder. 

Surprisingly, Kirk woke instantly, a little startled to find hiaself in bed. He rolled over and sat up. 

“Problea?® 

Spock knew how easily Kirk could often read hia} he wasn’t surprised at Kirk’s question. "A big one, Jia. 
Comaodore Moore’s waiting in the next rooa.° 

"Chet Moore?" 

Spock nodded and waited silently, as Kirk stiffly climbed out of bed and put on the robe which had been lying 
on the end of it. 

“Let’s go.’ 

Moore was concerned as his eyes took in the pale, thin figure that accompanied Spock into the room. Spock had 
told hia that Kirk had been injured, but he had not realized that it had been this serious. 

"Chet, it’s been a long time.’ 

"Hello, Jia," said Moore, taking the offered hand. "I’a sorry we had to meet on account of this probles.° 

Kirk stuffed his hands in the pockets of his robe. ‘Spock said there was trouble. What’s going on?° 

Briefly, Moore related what Spock had told hia. Kirk heard hia out without comment, his eyes darkening a 
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little as he heard about their encounter with tha Orijons. Spock forced himself to return Kirk’s look. Kirk would 
know why he had reeained silent; it didn’t need to be voiced. 

"So that’s all we know, Jia. We need to know why they’re here and what they want." 

Kirk broke his locked gaze with Spock and settled hieself gingerly on the ara of a chair. “I think I know why. 
They aren’t about to give up easily on their claia to Corridon. Their second eass attack proved that..." 

",. But it was unsuccessful," Moore broke in, “The delegates got to Babel." 

"Yes, they got there - and they are also going to leave. The Orions will have no opportunity to strike while 
the conference is in session. Their only hope would be to try again once it’s over." 

"That still doesn’t explain why they’re here.® 

"Because I aa} because I know when and how the delegates are to be returned howe. That’s information they 
desperately need, orherwise they wouldn’t have risked coming to a Federation planet after what they did.’ 

"And they’ll] stop at nothing to get it," added Spock, his eyes on Kirk. 

"I’a afraid you’re right, Mr. Spock,® Kirk said with a rueful grin. ‘Not a very pleasant prospect.” 

"We'll increase security at the hospital, Jia.” 

Kirk shook his head slowly. ‘We'll have to sove carefully on this one, Chet. I think it’s isportant that we 
know what their plans are, or at least that we find out enough to know how correct our guess is..." 

"I don’t like what you’re suggesting, Jia. You’re leaving yourself open for trouble.® 

Kirk . chuckled softly. "] seea to be saying this a lot recently, but at the aoment, ay life is not the aost 
iaportant factor. Nothing aust happen to the Babel delegates. If J have to be the bait to avoid destruction, then 
that’s ay duty as Starfleet would see it - correct?° 

Moore frowned, but he couldn’t argue. Kirk was right. “All right,” he said, getting to his feet. "I’11 get 
some men assigned to the hospital staff...maybe they’ll be some help.’ 

"Thanks, Chet. We'll keep in touch, ° 

Kirk and Spock remained sitting in silence after Moore left. Finally, Spock stood up and moved to the intercos. 
Kirk listened as he spoke. As Spock finished and switched off the console, Kirk stood up. 

"Moving in with ae, Spock?" 

"Yes, sir.” 

"I suppose I don’t have any choice in the eatter.° 

"No," 

Kirk stood with his hands in his pockets, gazing across the room at Spock. He knew the odds of his survival 
were not good - and Spock’s probably stood about the same since he wouldn’t leave Kirk’s side. Suddenly the 
pressures of his life, the crushing responsibilities, were there again. Now that he knew what was going on, he 
would have to take charge. 

"All right, I won’t argue." Kirk smiled at the look of relief on Spock’s face. He had obviously been ready 


for a fight. 
* 


Kirk was lying on his stoeach by the pool, letting the hot sun soak into his body. He was beginning to feel 
stronger, finally no longer completely exhausted each time he carried out his exercises. Spock sat in the shade 
nearby, his eyes constantly moving, not sure exactly what he was looking for. Dotted around the open area were amen 
hard at work - cutting grass, painting fences - each of thee a highly-qualified security guard from Starfleet. 

With a grunt, Kirk rolled over and sat up, letting his legs dangle in the hot water of the pool. Spock stood 
up and walked over to hie. 

"It’s about time for dinner, Jia.’ 

Kirk glanced up at hia. ‘You hungry?® 

Spock frowned. “Jia, you’ve got to start eating aore. If you don’t, Dr. Bradley is going to start intravenous 
feeding again." 

Kirk eade a face, but he knew that Spock was right. He wasn’t sure if his lack of appetite was left over froa 
his injuries, or if this constant waiting for the unknown was getting to hia. He rose to his feet and walked with 
Spock back to their room. He dressed slowly, not really wanting to go down to the dining room, When he cage out to 
the living roo, he was surprised to find food waiting for hia and grateful that Spock had spared him the trip to 
dinner. They ate in silence. Then Kirk pushed his tray back. 

"Il think I’@ going to go to bed. I’m more tired than J thought." Kirk looked at Spock, at the strain and 
fatigue which the Vulcan was unable to hide. “Spock, I don’t need a nursemaid, you know. | appreciate what you’re 
trying to do, but you’ve got to take a break even if it’s only to walk around the grounds..." He smiled as Spock 
started to object. ‘Please, if only to husor ae?* 
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Spock wanted to say no, but gave in to the pleading look on Kirk’s face. “All right, Jim. If it will eake you 
feel better, I will go for a short walk. 1 won’t be gone long.° 

"See you in the sorning.* 

Spock walked slowly in the open parkland around the hospital complex. He knew how tense Kirk was from the 
constant waiting, and he knew he was being affected by the strain of uncertainty as well. Not since they had been 
in the seall restaurant had he seen any sign of the Orions. But they knew where Kirk was, they would be waiting for 
their chance...when would they take it? 

Finally, he felt he had walked long enough to satisfy Kirk and headed back to their room. He let hiaself in 
quietly, immediately going to check on Kirk. The bedroom door was locked...and it had been open when he left. He 
felt fear and anger flood through hie. His tremendous strength tore open the locked door, and his anger drove hie 
forward; he ignored the stunning effect of a phaser set for kill that just grazed past hia. One Orion went down 
under the impact of Spock’s body, but the other managed to avoid being trapped by the Vulcan’s superior strength. 
He was on his feet in an instant, picking up a heavy etal chair - and he swung it with all his strength, catching 
Spock on the side of the head. Blinding pain briefly flashed before blackness overcame the Vulcan. His last 
conscious sight was of Kirk sleeping peacefully, unaware of the fate that was waiting for hig. The aching cry in 
Spock’s mind as he fell to the floor was that he had failed his friend. 


Kirk woke to find Spock lying in a crumpled heap at the foot of his bed. His room was filling with men, some 
of whoa were disappearing through the open window. 

He was out of bed in a flash and, with help, got Spock on the bed. He grabbed his robe and got a towel out of 
the bathroom, soaking one end of it with cold water. When he returned to Spock, he saw a thin trickle of blood 
coming from a large, already bruising area on the side of the Vulcan’s head. Kirk gently held the wet towel against 
it. He looked over his shoulder at the sen behind hia. 

"Someone get Bradley here, on the double!" 

Kirk had no tise to think further, because Spock was stirring under his hand. Kirk ran the cool cloth over 
Spock’s face again, trying to control the hard luap in his throat. 

"Hey, mister, wake up. That’s an order!" 

The gentle, familiar voice penetrated the blackness in Spock’s mind. He soved his face away from the gentle 
pressure, but the voice wouldn’t go away. Eventually, he gave up an opened his eyes. For a long minute, he looked 
in disbelief at the face above hia. It wasn’t possible that Kirk was still alive. 

But he was. 

"Welcome back." A smile touched Kirk’s face, but his eyes were full of worry. He caught Spock’s hand, 
preventing hie from aoving it to his injured head. "Hold it a minute - Bradley’s on his way," 

Spock took a deep breath, and a shudder passed through his body. Kirk was scared, He didn’t know the extent 
of Spock’s injuries, didn’t know that Spock’s reaction was to the realization that he, Kirk, was still alive. 
Before either of thea had a chance to say anything further, Bradley arrived, closely followed by Commodore Moore. 
Kirk slowly rose to his feet, making room for Bradley to do his work. 

Spock kay silent while Bradley looked hie over. After a couple of ainutes, the doctor shoved a hypo against 
Spock’s ara and sealed the small wound on the side of the Vulcan’s head, 

"Nothing serious, Coasander. You’re not going to feel very well for a couple of days, but it’s nothing that 
won’t mend." He packed up his kit and disappeared out the door. 

Moore watched the Orion being carried out. ‘Well, I guess that answers part of our questions." 

Kirk nodded. "It’s definitely ae they’re after.® 

Spock rose a little unsteadily to his feet, trying to ignore the waves of nausea that swept through his body. 
"They would have been successful, Captain, had it not been for the quick work of the security detail." 

Kirk glanced at hia, a glint of humor showing in his eyes. “Couldn’t have had anything to do with a certain 
Vulcan ripping open a locked door with his bare hands..." 

"I assure you, Captain, I had not intended to daeage the door." 

Kirk chuckled at Spock’s aggrieved expression, then turned to Moore. "All right, Chet - any ideas on what we 
do now?" 

"T’a fresh out of thea, I’e afraid. You have any?" 

"I's afraid so, and I don’t like it very auch, I think I’d better offer myself as an open target..." 

“Captain...” 

"No, Spock, I’ve thought it over carefully. How else are we going to be sure of what they’re after? They know 
now that we’re going to be waiting for thea if they try anything at the hospital. We’ve got to aake it possible for 
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thea to get to ee." 
"Captain, let ae point out that if they take you alone, we have no chance of getting any inforaation back. [ 


aean no offense, sir - but in your weakened condition, you aay not survive if they use force..." 

"You don’t think you’re going instead?" 

"Jia, there’s a possibility they aight agree to exchange ae for you. That way we’d know where they were and 
could get you out..." 

"T agree with Mr. Spock," Moore broke in, "it’s foolish to do this alone, Jia.* 

Kirk’s eyes held Spock’s. ‘You could get killed.® 

Spock nodded. ‘“f know." 

Neither needed to say anything else - the decision had already been aade. Kirk turned to Moore. 

"Chet, give us a couple of days for Spock to get over this attack, then we’) hash over soee sort of plan. All 
right?" 

Moore nodded, unable to speak. He was looking at two aen who were probably already dead. He knew it, and they 
knew it. 

As soon as Moore left, Kirk steered Spock into the bedrooa. "Come on, aister, you’re going to bed. You’ve 
just been knocked cold, and I know well enough how you feel.” 

So that night, it was Kirk who put Spock to bed. He went without protest and was soon asleep. 


Three days later, the plan was set. Spock left on an errand to Moore’s house, leaving hiaself open if the 
Orions decided to take hie. A security detail shadowed hia - so if the Orions did take hia, Starfleet would know 
where he was being held. 

Kirk picked at his breakfast, finally giving up the atteapt to eat and pushing his plate away. He paced the 
rooa, knowing he wouldn’t rest until he had heard froe either Spock or Moore. He tried reading, but gave it up asa 
lost cause, 

He had fallen into a light doze when the buzzer sounded. He grunted as he jarred awake, the auscles of his 
chest pulling when he shifted his weight. He reached over to the autoaatic lock and was getting to his feet when 
the door opened. Chet Moore was standing there and, from the gria look on his face, Kirk knew there was trouble. 

Moore walked into the rooa, and Kirk noticed that there were aore security guards on duty than there had been 
the day before, 

"They aade their aove,.." It wasn’t a question. Moore’s presence stated it as a fact. 

"Where did they take hia?" 

"Uh, Jia, I...” 

"Chet, where is he?" 

"We don’t know." 

"You don’t know?! Coasodore, you had an entire security detail surrounding hia, and you don’t know where he 
is?!" 

"My gen are all dead, Jia, along with seven Orions. They didn’t give up without a fight, but the Orions aust 
have been expecting soaething like this and were just better prepared than we were..." He fell silent as Kirk 
turned away froa hia. The brief gliapse of Kirk’s stricken face stopped Moore froa saying anything about the green 
blood they had found singled with that of two of the Orion dead. They aight have Spock, but he obviously had not 
been taken without a struggle. Evidently, he had seen that his and Kirk’s plan was not going to work, and had 
realized that if the Orions took hia, no one would know where he was being held. He had done his best to abort the 
aission ~ unsuccessfully, as it turned out. 

"Jia, we received this aessage about fifteen aeinutes ago." There was no response froa the silent figure 
looking out the window, but just as Moore was about to repeat hiaself, Kirk turned around. His face was a ask - 
only the eyes showed the pain that filled hia. He took the aessage with no comeent and read what had aleost stopped 
Moore froa bringing it. 

"We have the Vulcan, but our interest is not in hie. Have Kirk come alone, and we will let the other go. If 
he does not come, the Vulcan will die. Kirk is already dead. It is senseless to have others continue to die 
because of hia. 

Moore watched Kirk as he read. An undefinable look came over Kirk’s face as he lifted his eyes from the paper. 

"T’ll go.° 

"Jia, are you sure there’s no other way?" 

Kirk sailed a little. "No, Chet, there isn’t. Besides, Spock is ay ¢riend. I’11 not have hie die because of 
ae.” 
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"You’re hurt..." 
"You’re not ay doctor...and don’t you dare tell Bradley about this!" His eyes softened in appreciation of 


Moore’s obvious concern. "Chet, this is bigger than all of us. They don’t want just me. By going, maybe I’I! be 
able to find out exactly what it is they do want. There’s a chance they’re telling the truth and will let Spock go. 
I’ve found out fro experience that he has a genius for finding out information under the oddest of circumstances. 
If either of us finds out what the Orions are going to do, it’s worth the trade for ay life." The tiny seile 
returned, "Besides, there’s always a chance I’1l get out of this alive. You’ve got to let ae take that chance." 

Moore found he had to look away froe the naked pleading in Kirk’s eyes. He knew Kirk had given all the right 
reasons, but he still couldn’t face a aan he was going to send to almost certain death. Looking down at his hands, 
he answered in a low voice. "All right, Jim. I won’t stop you." 

"You’l] let #e go alone? I don’t want anyone following ae." 

Moore nodded, stil] not looking up. "You’re on your own.” 

He didn’t look up until the door had closed. He felt in his heart that he should have prevented Kirk from 
going, or at least have had a security unit tail hia, but he knew Kirk was right. It was the only possible way that 
they aight find the Orions, and they needed to know what the Orions had planned. Kirk sight be able to buy time, 
aight be able to get Spock free with the information - he was their only link to success or failure. 

Kirk knew they wouldn’t kill hie in the open. He only hoped they would let hia live long enough to be taken to 
where they were holding Spock. Then maybe there would be a chance to end their probleas with the Orions, and his 
life could be traded for something worthwhile. He walked along, trying to @ake his presence as obvious as possible 
and wondering when it would happen. 

They surrounded hie quietly, the four matching their strides to his. He didn’t alter his pace, but found 
hiaself being steered toward a parked aircar. When they reached it, he was unceresoniously bundled in - then every- 
thing went black, * 


Gradually, he became aware of a warath surrounding hig. He pressed closer and felt an answering pressure. He 
opened his eyes to discover hiaself in Spock’s ares. Worry crossed his face as he took in the cuts and bruises that 
covered the Vulcan. 

"Superficial only, Jie ~ I am not in difficulty.” 


Kirk smiled gently at the reassurance, then soved out of Spock’s embrace and rose rather unsteadily to his 
feet, noticing as he did so that they were in a seall, windowless roos. 

Even though Kirk seemed weak, Spock watched hie in relief, When Kirk had been duaped into the room a few hours 
earlier, Spock had thought hia dead; the huean’s fora had lain unaoving after it hit the floor. Spock had checked 
hie over carefully and found Kirk instead to be deeply unconscious, probably rendered so by the sage drug that had 
overcome the Vulcan in his earlier fight with their captors. So he had gathered the huaan in his ares and waited, 

Kirk slowly goved around the rooa after unsuccessfully trying the door. He was now where he had wanted to be. 
All he had to do was figure out how to get - free. He finally stopped his thorough search and sat down beside Spock. 

“Have you found out anything we didn’t already know?" 

Spock nodded. "I overheard one of the guards saying that the ambassadors to the Babel conference were to be 
eliminated as they left for their home planets.” 

Kirk nodded back. "As I suspected. Spock..." his serious eyes met the Vulcan’s, "one of us has to get out of 
here. This information has to get back to Starfleet. If you have the opportunity, escape. Consider that a direct 
order. I don’t want any fool heroics - too many lives are at stake." 

Spock forced his face to iaaobility. He would not refuse to obey a direct order and Kirk knew it, but if there 
waS any way to Sneak around the edge of that order, he would. By remaining silent, he would not technically be 
disobeying, because he had acknowledged nothing. 

Kirk sailed slightly at his friend. He knew what Spock was doing, even though he suspected that Spock did not 
realize he did. Not many men had a friend like that. He only hoped that their friendship would not come to an 
abrupt end. Then he forced hiaself to think about the problem at hand. 

“We don’t have auch time. If all goes according to schedule, the conference ends tomorrow, and the aabassadors 
leave the following day." 

Their gazes held, each fully aware that the Orions aust not be allowed to carry out their plan. Somehow, one 
of them aust get a message to Starfleet. * 


They didn’t know it but Starfleet was already at work, Moore had done nothing to stop Kirk, but now the entire 


11 


fleet in the areas of Rigel 9 and Babel was on alert status. Large groups of security personne! were combing Spaah, 
the capital city of Rigel 9, where the hospital complex was located. They would find their quarry if it was the 
last thing they did. The Enterprise was on her way from Starbase 12, fully manned. When her crew was inforeed of 

what had happened to their captain and first officer, there was not a crewmember aboard who refused to 5:ve up 


leave. * 


The hours crawled past, and the waiting was becoming unbearable. 

"What do you suppose is keeping thea?® Kirk asked. "I would have thought froa all the fuss that they would 
have killed ae the instant they laid eyes on ae.” 

Spock glanced over to where Kirk was sitting propped up against the wall. "From what | could gather, the 
ean who died on the Enterprise was the bloodmate of the Orion in charge of this particular group. 1 would suppose 
he wants to be present at your execution." 

"Thanks a lot," said Kirk sarcastically. "What the devil are ’bloodeates’?° 

"The concept can most siaply be explained as a close friendship - a friendship that is to be avenged upon the 
death of one of its aeabers.” 

"I suddenly don’t believe in friendships." 

Spock’s eyebrow rose fractionally, causing a small smile to touch Kirk’s eyes while he shook his head at the 
iaprobability of their situation. 

Finally the Orions came - the same four who had set hia in the street. At least, he thought they were the saee 
four. He had never seen an Orion in the flesh before, and as far as he could tell, they all looked exactly alike. 
Spock had no trouble seeing that one of thea was different. ; 

Kirk slowly stood as one of the humanoids stepped forward. The cat eyes were mere slits as he stared at Kirk, 
and the human could feel the anigal-like menace of the Orion. The Orion noticed the absence of fear in his captive 
and was iapressed. This human had a control rare to the species. He would forever regret D’Trel’s death, but to 
die with an opponent such as this was at least an honor. 

"You are Kirk?" The slight hiss of his voice surprised Kirk. He inclined his head, but didn’t speak. 

"You cage alone. This we did not expect." 

Kirk’s head rose. "You said Spock would be freed if I did as you asked. So I came alone." 

"And he will be freed." Without looking at the others, he gave his orders. “Take the Vulcan." 

Kirk held his breath, If they let Spock go, or at least took hia out, then he sight manage an escape, and the 
information would get to Starfleet. As the Orions stepped forward to take him, Kirk saw Spock’s auscles tense. 
Their eyes met, and Kirk shook his head fractionally. For a moment Spock ignored hia, but Kirk’s blazing eyes 
forced him to obey. Spock’s last sight was of his captain standing straight and tall in front of his captor. 

They had not intended to let Spock live. Their orders were clear and precise - all Enéerprise personne! were 
to die. But they had not counted on the desperate fury of the ean under their guard. The ensuing struggle was a 
reckless battle of one aan against three - hopeless odds against highly efficient killers. 

A security detail found thea lying in an alley. They quickly had a medical team at Spock’s side, for he had 
survived. His captors were dead. Spock was moved to the base hospital, where his wounds could be treated and the 
full extent of his injuries assessed. After giving hie a quick, thorough examination, the medics puaped hia full of 
printox - a concentrated oxyo-stiaulant - and he gradually regained consciousness. 

When Spock finally got his fuzzy brain to work, he discovered that it was McCoy hovering over him. He shrank 
from the stricken look on the huaan’s face. 

"The Orions have hia." 

McCoy nodded at what Spock had not said. He knew there was no way Spock would have left,Kirk’s side unless he 
had been ordered to do so. 

"We'll find hia." 

"It will be too late, Doctor. They intend to kill hia..." 

At that moment, Commodore Moore walked in. Spock quickly related the information he had acquired, providing 
Starfleet with the go-ahead. Its gigantic fleet, already on the alert, now had a specific job to do. 

Spock, against all medical advice but McCoy’s, joined in the hunt for Kirk. McCoy knew there was no use trying 
to restrain hia. Spock would go until he dropped, so long as Kirk was missing. Commodore Moore - now that his 
responsibilities to the general fleet were discharged - headed the widescale search. Under his experienced 
supervision, the security men doubled their efforts. 


He was alone in the room except for the one Orion. He sat slumped against the wall, his entire body on fire. 
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His captor stood near the door, his voice alaost purring as he talked to the suffering huan. 

"The stunner is a most effective weapon, Captain. Each time it hits its eark, it leaves damage. Used often 
enough on the same subject, it will eventually kill. Do you feel its pain, Captain? Do you feel your body 
screaming? O’Trel falt that pain, that terror of death, before he died. You will also feel it, but you will not 
die as easily..." 

The stunner sparked and Kirk, who was struggling to his feet, was doubled over, He was hit again before he had 
a chance to recover, and fell to his knees. Desperately he crawled away, but there was no place to hide. The Orion 
used the stunner at his own pleasure, drawing out his own satisfaction, leaving Kirk to wait for the next shock, 
never knowing when it would come, never knowing where it would hit. There was no way he could protect hiasalf, He 
finally faced the fact that he was going to die. He would run no further. He forced his head up and looked at his 
captor. He was ready. “ 


The guard at the entrance died before he knew they were there. Quietly aaking their way down the corridor, 
they saw two aore Orions with their eyes glued to acrack in the door. Security didn’t hesitate - their phasers 
were set on kill. Even in his concern for Kirk, Spock was surprised. Death was not the noraal way of Starfleet, 
though disintegration was gore silent than falling bodies. Glancing at Moore’s face, he saw gria deteraination - 
the Orions had died on his order. 

Spock crept forward and peeked in the crack as the humanoids had been doing only a aoment before. All he could 
see was an Orion} there was no sign of Kirk. He angled his body trying to see sore. Then he heard Kirk’s voice. 
It was low, and Spock detected a slight treabling - Kirk aust be in real pain to have lost control. It was so 
Slight a loss that someone who did not know hia well would never notice. To Spock, it was a screaa of agony. 

"I won?t fight you. I won’t give you the satisfaction of hearing ae beg for ay life. You sight as well kill 
ae now, get it over with..." 

If the Orion answered Kirk, Spock never heard. Any reply was lost in the crash of the door breaking under the 
violent force of the raging Vulcan. The tawny body went Jiap from Tal-Shaya before any of the others had tiae to 
aove a auscle. 

The room was instantly full of people. Hesitating momentarily in the doorway, McCoy saw that for Kirk and 
Spock the room was eapty - for each, only the living presence of the other mattered - but for once, it didn’t bother 
hia. Jia was alive, and that was the only thing of importance. 


The Babel conference was over. Corridon had been adaitted to the Federation by the tiniest of margins, sany 
delegates having been swayed, as the Tellerites had feared, by the loosing presence of Aabassador Sarek of Vulcan. 
Now the aabassadors were heading home aboard the Lexington, escorted by the Excalibur and the Enterprise. The 
Orions had been stopped. Strung out as their fleet was, they were easily defeated by the superior forces of 
Starfleet. Now their space was being patrolled by vessels which were under orders to stop Orion ships first, and 
ask questions later. The Federation Council] was aeeting with the Organians to deal with the question of Orion’s 
disruption of their united planets. 

Kirk was sitting on his bed, McCoy standing at his side, running a scanner over hia. He had only had tine to 
tell a bewildered Amos Bradley that he was there, and that he was taking Kirk and Spock with his, before he had to 
be back aboard the Enterprise. Now he finally had time to fully assess the injuries that Kirk <had suffered. 
Spock was in Sickbay under M’Benga’s ruling hand. 

McCoy was somewhat surprised as he read the results of Kirk’s scan: the Captain was in better condition than 
when he had beagsed down to Rigel 9, Bradley had obviously kept his thuab on Kirk’s treatments, and Spock had 
@anaged to get his to follow instructions. Apart froa being bruised and thin, he wasn’t in bad shape. 

McCoy pressed a hypo against Kirk’s ara, and let the scanner run until the pain level started to drop to a sore 
Normal position. Finally, he was satisfied. “That was some weapon the Orions had..." 

"You don’t need to tell ae, Bones. I’ quite aware of it.” Kirk stood up slowly, and picked up the gold shirt 
he had tossed on the floor, 

McCoy looked at the scar on Kirk’s back. “Another couple of weeks, and I’1) be able torepair that," he said, 
trying not to notice the slowness of Kirk’s movements. "I’d suggest you get some sleep, Jia. Spock’s going to be 
all right, and Scotty’s perfectly capable of handling escort duty..." 

Kirk glanced at McCoy’s hopeful face and nodded. He was sore and bruised, although whatever McCoy had given 
hia had dulled aost of the pain. He sat down again and slowly undressed, finally accepting McCoy’s help without 
protest. He carefully lay back, letting McCoy pull up the covers, and was asleep in seconds. 

McCoy left his hand resting on Kirk’s shoulder for a moment as he fought an overshelaing protective urge toward 
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his friend, When they’d first beased up, he had quickly checked Kirk over, confiraing that he was fit enough to be 
allowed to go to his own quarters. But to the doctor’s irritation, Kirk, obviously exhausted, had insisted on 
staying in Sickbay until the extent of Spock’s injuries had been evaluated and treatment started. If the Vulcan’s 
condition had been at all serious, McCoy knew that Kirk would still be there. 

Then, with a sail saile, he took his hand away. He shouldn’t let it nag at hia. He knew he had a piece of 
Kirk’s heart where Spock could not intrude. Feeling sore at peace with hiaself, he left Kirk to his healing sleep. 


The three ships had a auch sore peaceful trip ther the Enterprise had encountered on the way to Babel. kirk 
gradually regained his strength, and McCoy allowed hie to start working half-shifts, but kept a close eye on hia to 
make sure he didn’t overdo it. Spock reeained in Sickbay under M’Benga’s supervision. Kirk was a frequent visitor, 
and McCoy didn’t discourage it, since he knew he could check on the captain’s condition daily, without having to 
haul hia kicking and screaming to Sickbay. 

The night before they were due to arrive at Vulcan, Amanda asked the three of thea to dinner aboard the 
Lexington. McCoy hesitated, not sure if Spock was up to it. Kirk suggested that perhaps Spock’s parents could 
come aboard the Enterprise - that way, Spock would not be exposed to the strain of transporting. They finally 
decided to let Spock make the decision; he was the one who best knew how he felt. 

At first, Spock was teapted to decline. He had not faced his father since the night Kirk had almost died. He 
didn’t know if he could bear the familiar condeanation. Le HOME Kirk and McCoy seemed eager to have thea come, so 
he kept his peace. 


The meal was eaten in silence, according to Vulcan Custom, There had been some tension when Sarek and Amanda 
first arrived, but it had soon disappeared. During the seal, Spock w&aS aware of Sarek scrutinizing hia} but he 
could see that his father’s gaze contained curiosity and a hint of puzzlemant, instead of the usual disapproval, Hae 
glanced occasionally at his sother, but all she did was seile serenaly. 

By the tise the meal was finished, Spock felt exhauated. He thought he was covering it well, but Kirk had 
noticed his hands treabling slightly and the unusual sluap to his shoulders. He quietly took McCoy amide and 
suggested that Spock should return to Sickbay. Amanda requested that she be allowed to go with thea, to apend sone 
tine alone with her son. Spock rose a little unsteadily, then turned to his father, who had risen with hia. 

"Goodnight, father. I apologize for having to leave before you are ready to go...° 

Sarek shook his head. ‘There is no need for apologies, Spock. You have sore than reason enough for doing s0. 
I will come later to get your aother. Perhaps you will feel sore rested, and we can talk." 

Spock’s eyebrows rose slightly at his father’s tone, at the hint of pride and affection he sensed. ‘I shall 
look forward to your arrival.® 

Clucking like a mother hen, McCoy followed Spock and Amanda, leaving Kirk nursing his coffee, while Sarek 
poured hiaself a glass of pale blue eacho juice. Kirk sensed that Sarek was uneasy about something, but bided his 
time. He had learned from dealing with Spock that if a Vulcan wanted to discuss something, he would usually get 
around to it without any prodding, 

Finally, Sarek broke the silence. "My wife tells oe you risked your life inthe atteapt to save sine, 
Captain..." 

Kirk flushed. He took a Swallow of his coffee as he tried to think of something to say, but Sarek went on 
before he had a chance to answer. 

"l’ve had several long talks with Comaodore Wesley in the past few days. He told ae what happened with the 
Orions, what happaned to you and ay son..." He fiddled with his drink for a few aomants, then continued, not 
looking at Kirk. ‘Captain, you understand Spock...I don’t. You possibly know hia better than anyone, including his 
aothar..." 

As Sarek hesitated again, Kirk waited in silence, wondering where the conversation was heading. 

“There are many things I don’t know about Spock, and many things that I would like to know..." He swallowed, 
and his dark eyes aet Kirk’s, 

Kirk smiled. The breach between father and son was about to cloes. Two proud and stubborn men had faced each 
other - now, finally, one had started to accept the other for what he was, no longer allowing pride to destroy thea 
further, 

"Ambasaador, I would be proud to introduce you to your son.° 
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The planet was but a semory now - it had completely disappeared off the view screen and was alaost out of 
sensor range. The hubbub on the bridge had died down and all personnel had returned to their stations, their 
assignments taking all their attention. 

All but one. Leonard McCoy stood just to the side of the turbolift doors, a slight frown on his face. He 
alone had noticed the Captain as he returned to his command chair and had seen the unnatural sluap of his shoulders, 
the unusual tightness of his face. 

"Deneva is behind us now,” McCoy thought to himself, "but how long will it be before Jia lets it go? A lot has 
happened to hia in the past twenty-four hours. It’s going to hit hia, and the longer he holds it at ara’s length, 
the worse it’s going to be.” 

Covering the short distance to where Kirk sat, McCoy put his hand on the Captain’s shoulder. 

"You all right?° 

He felt the muscles stiffen under his hand and noted with growing concern that Kirk refused to aeet his eyes, 
nor did he speak. Just a slight nod - nothing sore. Then he was out of the comeand chair checking a course 
correction with the navigator. 

McCoy knew he had been rebuffed. He almost tried again but knew the bridge was not the place for a confronta- 
tion and if he pushed Kirk now, that was exactly what he was going to get. Glancing at the chronometer, he saw it 
was tine for Peter Kirk’s medication. 

"]’11 be in Sickbay,* he said to no one in particular and left the bridge. 

The exchange between Kirk and McCoy had not gone entirely unnoticed. Spock had turned to speak with the Captain 
just as McCoy had aoved to his side and had witnessed Kirk’s uncharacteristic reaction. He saw Kirk’s face darken 
as McCoy spoke to hia, the look of pain as he stood and moved away from the coaforting hand, 

Spock watched McCoy as he entered the turbolift. A heaviness touched the human’s movements as though he were 
Carrying a great weight. Spock saw that the noreally cynical exterior that covered McCoy’s sensitivity was 
aosentarilly gone, exposing the real man beneath. McCoy had been through a lot himself the past few days - deaths, 
blasing himself for what he thought was Spock’s permanent blindness - and yet he still left his own troubles behind 
and worried about others. 

A hand appeared on the console beside hi, the gold braid of command catching a glint of light coming from the 
instruments. Slowly Spock looked up into deeply haunted eyes. The obvious joy that had sparkled there a short tine 
before was now totally absent. Spock new that the deaths of Kirk’s brother and sister-in-law had to be a raw, open 
wound, yet something else was wrong. He had seen Kirk torn apart before, he had been with hia when Edith Keeler had 
died, and had sat with hia after they returned to the ship. Jia’s grief had aleost been too auch for hia to stand. 
No eatter how auch he tried to convince Kirk that he had eade the only decision possible, it didn’t help. It was 
also the first time that Spock had come to teras with his own feelings for another person. He had sat for long 
hours with his Captain - the other’s grief enveloping thea both - long hours of silence when the only reality was 
the presence of the other. 

He had gone over his association with Kirk then. He could not pinpoint the time when he had reached out to 
clasp the hand of friendship that had been offered hia. He remembered Kirk’s defense of hia when, with the 
pressure of galactic war threatening, Kirk had protected hia froa the bigotry of Lt. Stiles. That had surprised 
hia. He had not really thought of Kirk before then as anything other than a commanding officer - one who deserved 
respect and loyalty because of proven ability. 

Then he began to see Kirk in a different light. There was the confused hesitant aan twinned by the transporter, 
yet who had fought desperately to retain his identity - a struggle he knew so well. The compassionate aan who 
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understood the loneliness of a young boy like Charlie who was doomed to spend his life with foraless creatures 
incapable of touching and love, The sometimes reckless hothead who would risk his own life, taking on a spoiled 
alien brat like Trelane, and rock creatures like the Horta, rather than to jeopardize the lives of his crew. And 
the strong aan who eade mistakes and was not afraid to admit to them - who would concede that the Federation may be 
wrong and the Gorns had aright to defend the unknown territory they had claiaed as their own, 

But most of all, Spock finally realized that he had aet a person as alone as he was himself - a man who needed 
the support of a friend just as auch as he did. 

"You have the con, Mr. Spock.” 

The voice was flat. Something was gnawing at Kirk, something that went very deep. 

Spock stood. “Captain...” 

Kirk shook his head. "No, Spock. Please, just take care of things." He turned and quickly left the bridge. 

The watch finally cage to an end. Spock turned command over to his replacement and left for dinner. It proved 
to be a solitary meal - neither McCoy nor the Captain appeared. Concerned, Spock went to the Sickbay. McCoy was in 
his office, ahal¢ eaten tray of food on the desk beside hia. He looked up at Spock’s arrival. 

"Forgive ae, Doctor, I trust I a@ not disturbing something iaportant." 

"No, Spock, just a backlog of reports that needed to be finished a week ago. Come on in." 

Ha watched keenly as Spock entered the room and sat down. It was not often that the Vulcan sought him out and 
when he did it was usually for the same reason each time. McCoy sade a aental bet with hiaself. 

Spock was looking at his hands folded in his lap and seesed content just to sit there. Curiosity got the best 
of McCoy. 

"What’s the matter, Spock? Are your eyes giving you trouble?" 

The Vulcan glanced over at hia, aild surprise showing in their depths. ‘Not at all, Doctor. I told you the 
blindness was totally self-induced. There will be no recurrence." He hesitated. Although he had known the doctor 
for some tise, he still found it very difficult to talk with hie about anything but trivial eatters. 

Squaring his shoulders, he plunged ahead. “Doctor, | observed on the bridge that you Saw soaething unusual in 
the Captain’s behaviour...° 

"Bull’s eye!* thought McCoy. “I was right. It is Jia that brought you here.* 

*,.syet you hesitated talking with hi..." Spock broke off, obviously not too sure how to proceed. McCoy 
smiled slightly and continued for hia. 

"He’s torn up inside, Spock. His brother’s death has hit hia hard, although he showed very little emotion on 
Deneva. Then you were hurt which pushed the thought of his brother right to the back of his mind} in a natural 
course, the grief should have been expended. Your blindness was probably the last straw...° He saw the Vulcan’s 
eyebrows lift but continued without comment. "Now he’s starting to face his loss with no interruptions and the 
starkness of the situation is hitting home. It will be a few days, but he’l] be all right. Be patient with hia." 

Spock’s frank gaze never left McCoy’s face while the doctor was talking and, as he finished speaking, the brown 
eyes darkened. He agreed in part with what McCoy had said. Kirk had indeed been through an eaotional wringer, but 
it was not grief which had shone out of his eyes as he had turned command over to his First Officer. Now he knew 
McCoy had not seen it - had assumed as would the rest of the crew that Kirk was sourning his family. Thanking the 
doctor gravely, the Vulcan got up and left. 

The ship was slowing down for the night. The third watch was coming on duty. It had been a hard day and aost 
of the crew were heading for a well-deserved rest. 

Spock headed for his quarters, noting that, as usual, crewmen passed hie silently as he went down the 
corridors. When he was with Kirk, there was greeting and small talk, exchanges of the past day that Kirk seemed to 
welcome and relish. That never happened when he was alone. The Vulcan wore a “hands off" air that he knew 
separated hia from the humans aboard the ship, but he would not change and was not surprised by the respectful 
silence. 

He passed the door to Kirk’s quarters and hesitated. Would it be an intrusion if he knocked? He was not 
familiar enough with situations like this to know what was considered proper. But the haunted look in Kirk’s eyes 
case into his ind and he couldn’t let that go past. He rang the buzzer. No answer. He almost turned away, but 
seeing the door was unlocked, decided to go in. 

The room was eapty, the bed smooth and unruapled. The Captain had obviously not come here after he left the 
bridge. Spock quietly left and went to his own quarters. The red light glowed from the Guardian. Spock stood 
facing it, lost in thought. 

* 


The ship settled into silence. Kirk was aware of the change as he sat amid the flowers in the arboretua. He 
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had been there for several hours - no one had intruded. He often came there when he was troubled - the familiar 
sounds and sells reminded hie of his home and the comfort he had found there as a young boy. 

Home - his father calling to his mother as he arrived back froe the day’s work. Strong aras swinging hia high 
into the air as he dashed out onto the front porch. He had been very close to his father and the love had been 
returned. lt was that man who had taught hia that love was something precious to be treasured and given freely. 

But that feeling had always been shattered by Sam. George Samuel Kirk - tall, fair - a brilliant ind enclosed 
in a handsome body. Kirk had always stood in awe of his older brother. There was nothing that Sam couldn’t do, 
nothing he atteapted had ever been anything but highly successful. But Sam was a loner, close to no one. Sam and 
his father were distantly polite to each other, but there was no love returned by the son to the father. The elder 
Kirk was perplexed by the rebuff of his affection, and eventually turned that frustrated affection to the tow-headed 
youth who arrived ten years later. It only served to estrange father and first son further. 

There was resentaent on Sae’s part; brilliant though he was, he was afraid of the potential shown by his 
younger brother. Things came naturally for Jia Kirk, and where his brother had been brilliant, ten years later 
another Kirk shattered the aemories. A quiet hostility grew from older brother to younger. During their youth it 
had led to physical battles which Jia had always lost due to his smaller size. Maturity brought strained words and 
hostile silence. 

Almost always the hostility was triggered by Saa’s callous treatment of his parents, especially his father. As 
the elder Kirk grew more feeble in his old age, Saa’s treatment of hie grew sore harsh. When Jia heard that his 
father was dying, he managed to get leave fro his ship and arrived home several days before his father died. Sas, 
working at the nearaby university, did not bother to come to see his father, even though the older man had requested 
his presence. 

Jie Kirk had a temper - Sam Kirk possessed a brewing violence. It had erupted the day of the funeral. It had 
been a private affair, just family and close friends. When they returned home, the long-spoiling battle erupted in 
full force. Kirk still cringed at the vicious, bitter accusations that Sam had hurled at hia, the years of 
resentment that had built up against a sore loved younger brother. Any feeling of love or respect that he had 
retained for Sam had evaporated under that onslaught. He heard his brother out without comment, not trusting 
hiaself to speak, and when Sam had finished Kirk turned away, said goodbye to his mother, kissed Aurelan, and left. 

That was eight years ago. He had seen Sam only once since then: Sam had attended the ceremonies when Kirk had 
been promoted to Captain, Starship Command Rank, He had come with their mother and his own family. 

Sam tried tobe friendly, sade some spall overtures toward healing the terrible hurt that he had inflicted. 
But it did no good. Jia knew that he wanted to see Sas suffer, so he had closed himself off and virtually ignored 
his brother. He reaeabered his other gently chiding hia for his actions, but at the tiae it made no difference. 
Sae had hurt hia and he wanted to hurt back. He left with the Enterprise and did not see Sae again. 

A shadow fell across the bench where Kirk was sitting. Looking up, he was not really surprised to see Spock 
standing there, hands clasped behind his back. He gave a small saile, 

"Spock..." The word was gore an acknowledgement than a question. 

The brown eyes never wavered. ‘I was becoming concerned, Captain. It is late and you had not returned to your 
quarters. I knew you often came here and I thought... could possibly be of assistance." 

Kirk’s eyebrows rose slightly. Did he ever do anything that was aissed by the Vulcan? Probably not, he 
decided, and felt momentarily uncomfortable at the thought. Then, slightly ashamed of the feeling, he slid over on 
the bench. 

"Sit down, Spock. J appreciate you coming.” He kicked himself - it sounded so formal, He still found it 
difficult sometiaes to realize how human the Vulcan could be - how sensitive to his thoughts and probleas. He tried 
again. 

"l’a sorry to have run out on you like that, on the bridge. McCoy was going to start something and I just 
couldn’t explain it to hia.’ 

Spock said nothing for a few moments, just sat looking at his hands. Then taking a gaable and without looking 
at Kirk said, "You didn’t like your brother, did you, Jia?" 

Kirk stared at hia, a slightly startled look on his face, trying to figure out how Spock had guessed. He had 
never talked about his brother with anyone - never mentioned the friction which had kept thea apart. 

"Spock, howe.” 

The Vulcan turned to hie, compassion shining out of his eyes. “When you left the bridge today you were 
bitterly denouncing yourself. That is not an emotion caused by grief..." 

Kirk interrupted hia, unable to hold back the awful guilt any longer. 

"I thought I hated Sam. We hadn’t spoken in three years - he’d tried and I flatly rejected his. Then, when I 
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saw hia again on Deneva, he was dead.” His troubled eyes looked at the Vulcan. ‘Those three years were a waste, 
Spock. | should have healed the breach. It would have been so easv.” 

Spock looked away and answered in a Slightly strained voice. “I have been in a Similar situation - badly 
hurting one who held herself open to ame. {| rejected everything she offered, everything she wanted to give. J have 
experienced the regret you are suffering. | understand because I, too, cannot repair the da@age that had been done. 
My aother...* He broke off, unable to put into words something that he had tried so often to forget. 

Kirk stared at hia in astonishaent, his good coapletely changed. A Vulcan who did not express esotions - how 
could he hurt another so badly and so purposefully? But he knew better than to ask. 

Spock sat quietly, struggling inwardly to control himself. He had just told Kirk something he had hardly even 
adaitted to himself. He had let a very private part of him escape. The image of his aother’s face as her small son 
pushed her away was seared into his @emory. His rejection of her love, his inability to ever explain why, and her 
inability to fully understand that rejection was a scar he would carry with hia for his lifetiae. 

Finally Spock looked up. Hazel eyes, still puzzled but mixed with empathy now, were still locked on his face. 

"Jia," he went on, “what happened between you and your brother is finished now. No a@ount of blame, right or 
wrong, iS going to change the situation. You have your nephew - perhaps you can have with hia the understanding 
that was missing with vour brother. Recriginations serve no purpose." 

Kirk looked at the brilliant splashes of color of the flowers around thea, then his eyes rested again on his 
friend. Spock had come to hia, openly, let his defenses down in an effort to help. Kirk understood the great 
effort and sacrifice it had taken. Suddenly he felt less quilty, knowing that someone else knew and understood. 

He got to his feet. ‘Come on, Spock. It’s been a very long day. 1 think we could both use some sleep.” 

Their footsteps echoed as they walked through the corridor, each savouring the presence of the other. No words 
were spoken - none were necessary. 

They stopped as they reached Spock’s door. Kirk put a hand on the VYulcan‘s shoulder as their eyes met. 

“Thank you, ay friend.” 

Spock nodded soleanly. They went their separate ways - Kirk toa peaceful, dreamless sleep - Spock to a 
troubled aeditation. * 


The crew was relieved to see #irk almost back to his usual self the rext morning. He looked tired, but the 
haunted expression of the dav before was gone. McCov, standing near Spock on the bridge, watched the Captain with 
satisfaction. 

"You see, Spock? All it takes is a little tiae. Emotion 1s good for the soul. You should try it sometiaes 
maybe you sight even admit there’s a heart somewhere inside that confused sess you call a body.’ 

Spock turned an expressionless face to the Doctor, but his eyes momentarily betrayed his. McCoy was startled 
to see anguish that was quickly blocked out. Only a cool voice replied. 

"Esotions are alien to ae, Doctor.’ 

McCoy did not press ‘the issue. As he turned to ieave, he caught an exchange between the Captain and First 
Officer as Kirk glanced over at thea, and that look spoke volumes. Suddenly McCoy was not so sure that Kirk had 
pulled through on his own. He turned back and looked at the Vulcan. Spock, soving to his computers, saw McCoy 
staring at hia and raised an inquiring eyebrow. McCoy looked at Kirk who was absorbed in reading a report. Shaking 
his head silently, he left, his confusion about Spock’s place in the situation unabated, 

The Vulcan watched hia go, aware of McCoy’s mixed feelings. fut there was no way he could explain his empathy 
for Kirk, nor was it a feeling he wished to share. Sighing quietly, he reached forward and activated his computers. 
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Leonard McCoy sighed deeply as he turned away from the seal! boy lying in the bed. There was no way they could 
keep the truth from hia any longer. Peter Kirk aust be told that his parents were dead, and there was only one 
person who should do the telling. The doctor had deliberately been putting off this aoment, telling hiaself that 
Peter wasn’t strong enough to stand the shock that knowledge would cause, but knowing in his heart that he was 
delaying for an entirely different reason. 

flow pach pore can you take, Jia? he wondered to himself. How pach pore grief and suffering will break yoa? 
We all have our linits and you are awfully close to the edge of yours. Losing your brother and his wife is bad 
enough, worse now coping so close to the agony of Edith Keeler, an agony you have hardly had tine to face, let alone 
resolve. Add to that the shock of Spock’s blindness, however brief. How I will be handing you a child whom you will 
alpost destroy before acceptance copes, and there’s absolutely nothing I can do to shield either of you. 

He went to his office and changed out of his Sickbay clothes, putting on a clean uniforea shirt. It didn’t sake 
hie feel any better. He checked Peter one last time to eake sure he was asleep, told the duty nurse to stay with 
hia, then left to find Kirk. 

The stragglers were just finishing dinner when McCoy poked his head in. Ever since their encounter with the 
Guardian, Kirk had been pushing hiaself relentlessly, stopping only when exhaustion threatened to drop hia in his 
tracks. If he had shed any of the grief of Edith’s death, it was not enough to ease the agony. He had appeared 
almost nuab after discovering his brother’s dead body. There had been a fleeting instant when his grief had flared, 
a brief second when he had sagged against the wall and alaost given in, McCoy hoping against hopa that he would. 
Then Spock was there, and the aask of non-egotion that Kirk had adopted after they beamed back to the Enterprise 
froma the Guardian’s planet was once again in place. 

Kirk wasn’t there. It was only McCoy’s threats that had eade his go to seals in the first place, and even now 
McCoy suspected Kirk still missed sore than he ate. He headed off down the corridor, hating hiaself every step of 
the way. 

A half hour later he stood on the bridge - stuaped. Kirk was in none of his usual places and no one had seen 
hia. Uhura offered to page hia but McCoy shook his head. This was not something someone should be sumaoned for - 
even face to face it was not something a aan should be asked to do. "No, thank you, Lieutenant. I’l] just keep 
nosing around. I’m bound te buap into hia somewhere." 

He ended up standing uncertainly in front of Spock’s quarters. Would Kirk be here? He didn’t want to 
interrupt anything, yet he had to find hia. Firming his resolve, he pressed the buzzer. A few seconds later the 
door slid open and he heard Spock’s deep voice admitting entrance. McCoy walked in cautiously, causing the Vulcan’s 
eyebrow to rise slightly. 

"Do you have a problea, Doctor?" 

McCoy flushed slightly when he noted that Spock was by hiaself. "Uh, no, that is, I’m looking for Jia." He 
tried again. "1 can’t find his and thought that he eight be here.* 

Spock leaned back in his chair. °] have not seen the captain since our duty shift ended. He feels 1 ae still 
somewhat fatigued by the after-effects of being possessed by the creatures and orderad ae toreport to ay 
quarters...° 

McCoy frowned. "I wish he’d worry about hiaself half as auch as he worries about the rest of us.” He looked 
at Spock. "Do you have any idea where he’d be? It’s very important that I find hia, and I’d like hia to be alone 
if at all possible.’ 
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Spock’s eyes dropped down to his folded hands. "I ae sure you will find hi alone,® he said quietly. “He has 
shut hieself off froe everybody.* 

"I know,” said McCoy, hearing the pain in the Vulcan’s words. “Hueans tend toretreat when they’re hurt, 
Spock. Even soeeone with an open personality can share only so auch. Believe e@ when I say he knows we’re here, 
even if he’s having trouble reaching out. 

For a aoeent Spock remained silent, then he nodded stightly. ‘I believe you may find hie in the herbariue.® 

"The herbariue?® 

Spock looked up at hie. “He once told ee that was the place he went when he was troubled. He said it reeinded 
hia of hoee, of tiees whan trouble didn’t exist.° 

"Thanks," said McCoy softly. 

"Doctor..." Spock’s voice stopped McCoy in eid-turn. ‘Please don’t do anything eore to hurt hie.° 

McCoy couldn’t turn back to face what he knew he would see in the Vulcan’s eyes. ‘I’e afraid | have to hurt 
hie, Spock. There isn’t any other way.” He walked out quickly before Spock had a chance to answer, 

The herbariue felt shrouded in gloom when McCoy walked in. The only light present was the soft glow around the 
viewscreens that dotted the rooe. It took a few einutes for his eyes to adjust from the brightness of the corridor 
so he could eake out the various plants and gardens which aade up the area. The scent of the flowers caused hia to 
breathe deeply, eoeentarily losing hieself and the purpose which had brought hie here. Finally he looked around, 
but he couldn’t see very far in the die light. Slowly he walked forward, He would skirt the room once, then try 
elsewhere. 

"Are you looking for ee, Bones?" The quiet voice caused McCoy to jusp. Kirk was sitting on a bench on the far 
side of the rooe, a seat which offered hie privacy even if soeeone else did come in. The viewscreen across fro the 
bench had been activated and the soft light was gone, replaced by the pattern of distant stars. 

“Was I that obvious?" asked McCoy, trying to keep his voice light, wishing he could see Kirk’s face. 

“Most people who come in here usually turn on the lights if they’re trying to find something. 

"You didn’t.® McCoy saw Kirk’s head turn, his gaze going out to the blackness of space. 

"In order to find soeething, it’s got to be there,® he said softly. ‘What 1’ve lost is gone forever. No light 
will ever bring it back. 

McCoy sat down beside hie. There was no response for what Kirk had just said, no easy words, "No," he agreed 
finally, “but life does go on and pain eases after a tiee.® 

Kirk didn’t answer, his eyes still on the fleeting stars. McCoy sat silent for a while, then he looked at 
Kirk. "You’ve got to let go, Jim. Grief is a huaan emotion, a very necessary eaotion. If you keep holding 
everything in, it could destroy you.” 

Kirk stood up and walked a short distance away, then stopped to touch a flower. “You know,” he said in a near 
whisper, “it’s still hard to believe Sae’s gone. We were never what you would call closes guess the ten years 
between us made it iepossible.” He turned back to McCoy, his voice growing stronger. “But he was always there, 
Bones. He eight have laughed at ee, at ay asbitions, but when I needed soeeone after Dad died, he was there for ee. 
He gave ee the support and confidence J needed when | wasn’t sure where I was going.” He seiled sadly. "We didn’t 
see euch of each other over the years, but there was a sort of security in just knowing he was out there.° 

“And now you feel alone,® said McCoy. 

Kirk looked away and walked over to the viewscreen. "No," he said, his hand resting on the wall. "I don’t 
feel alone - I don’t feel. There isn’t anything. No sadness, no pain...* He turned around. ‘When Edith died, { 
thought I would too. Then Sae was lying at ay feet - Aurelan’s screaes stayed with ee until..." 

"Until what?" prompted McCoy when Kirk fell silent. 

Kirk looked at hia as if he had never seen hia before. ‘What are you doing here?" 

“What?" McCoy was confused by the sudden change. 

"You caee looking for ee. Why?" 

McCoy took a gasble. "We haven’t finished what we were talking about.° McCoy knew Kirk had been thinking 
about Spock. The Vulcan was still alive. In the eiddle of death and hopelessness Spock was still alive, still 
there and still an ieportant part of Kirk’s life. If only Kirk would talk about what Spock’s blindness had cost hia 
on top of everything else... 

Kirk continued staring at hia and McCoy could feel the wall building. His gamble hadn’t worked. "Your nephew 
will be well enough to be released froe Sickbay soon," he said finally. 

"And?" 

"1 think he should know about his parents before soseone inadvertently lets it out.° 

Kirk nodded slowly. ‘1°11 be there in the aorning.® 
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“Jia, if thara’s anything..." 
"There isn’t,” said Kirk quietly. "Goodnight, se 


"Uncle Jia!* Peter Kirk shoved his breakfast tray aside and bounced out of bed, flinging his areas around 
Kirk’s neck. "I didn’t know I was on your ship until Dr. McCoy told ae this eorning. Could you show ae around? 
I’ve never been ona Starship before. Dad’s told oe all about thea. Can he and Mom coee on the tour as well? 
Moa’s a lot sore interested in that sort of thing than aost aothars are. Can I sit in the command chair...?° 

"Whoa," said Kirk as he swung the boy off the ground. “Cala down!" He plopped Peter back onto the bed. “How 
are you feeling?® 

"I’a fine, even Dr. McCoy says so." He looked at Kirk. “Have you seen Dad and Moa yet?" 

Kirk’s feeling of nothing was suddenly gone, and the knifing pain of loss stabbed through hie. He sat down an 
the bed. ‘“Peter,® he said quietly, “do you reaeaber anything that happened?° 

“We were running from something.” His eyes started filling with tears, just as Kirk knew his own eyas were 
already full. “Dad was...he was...” 

"Your father is dead, Peter," said Kirk. “He died trying to protect you and your aothar." 

"He’s..." Peter’s voice died away. He swallowed hard. ‘Mom’s...she’s dead too, isn’t she?® 

Kirk nodded. “We did all we could, but we were too late." For a ainute Peter sat silent, the tears starting 
to trickle down his face. Kirk couldn’t stand to watch and took the boy into his areas. “Don’t try to be brave, 
Peter. Go ahead and cry.° 

When McCoy looked in a few ainutes later, it alaost broke his heart. Peter was wrapped in his uncle’s aras, 
crying out his terrible anguish, But it was not Peter who aost affected McCoy. It was the look an Kirk’s face as 
he talked softly to the young boy in his ares - the naked pain and loss that was stamped on the face that looked 
alaost as young as the boy he was coaforting. Sensing McCoy’s presence, Kirk looked up. Even if his face hadn’t 
betrayed hie, the hazel eyes would have. 

You're not napb any pore, thought McCoy. Your hart is as painfal as salt in an open wound. He soved 
forward. “Sleep is the best thing for hie now, Jia." He put his hand on Kirk’s shoulder, trying in the sisple 
gesture to give support where none could really be given. 

Kirk nodded slightly and started to get up, but Peter clutched hie harder. “Don’t leave ae,° he sobbed. 
"Please... 

*I’a not going anywhere, Peter," said Kirk, desperately trying to keep his.own voice steady. “I want you to 
lie down and let Dr. McCoy give you something to help you sleep. Here, I’11 hold your hand...” Kirk eased Peter 
down, carefully not letting go of his hand. 

"You’1] stay?" Peter’s voice was close to panic. 

"I'll stay," said Kirk. He looked at McCoy, his eyes pleading with the doctor to hurry. 

"This won’t hurt a bit," said McCoy gently, “and you’1] feel a lot better when you wake up." He pressed the 
hypo against Peter’s shoulder and waited in silence until the boy’s eyes closed and he was safely asleap. Then he 
looked up at Kirk. "Come on, Jia.” 

"I can’t leave hia, Bones. * 

"He’ll be asleep for at least twelve hours. Don’t worry, you’)! be hare when he wakes up." 

Reluctantly Kirk let go of Petar’s hand and followed McCoy, turning twice to look back at the seall, sleaping 
figure. Finally, McCoy took hold of Kirk’s are and steered hie into his office. ‘When did you last eat?" he asked 
after he had pushed Kirk into a chair. 

"Eat?" 

“Yeah, you know that ritual of putting food into your aouth and swallowing it.’ 

"Very funny,” said Kirk. 

"Well?" 

"Uh, I think I had breakfast yesterday. ° 

"You think. Did you go to bed last night? No, don’t bother answering.” He ruamagad around in his desk and 
got out some crackers. “Here, eat these." He looked up into Kirk’s rebellious eyes. "I’m going to give you a 
stiff drink in a minute and I don’t want you to fall on your face. Then you are going to your quarters and get sone 
sleep." 

“Anything else?® asked Kirk with a hint of sarcasa in his voice. 

"As a matter of fact, yes. You’ve got soma leave coeing. I think you should take Peter hoae.° 

"Hoe?" 

McCoy nodded, “He shouldn’t be handed to strangers when he’s got fa@ily. Take hie home to Iowa. His grand- 
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aother’s there. What would she say if you didn’t?" 

Kirk looked nuably at the cracker in his hand. "Home," he said softly. He looked up in surprise as McCoy 
stuffed the cracker into his aouth. 

"Chew it," he ordered, "while I get you a drink.” He shoved the other crackers at Kirk. "Call Spock and tell 
hie he has the con.” He went into the other rooa and listened with satisfaction as Kirk turned coseand over to the 
Vulcan. Kirk was eating another cracker when McCoy returned. He accepted the glass and downed the brandy in one 
gulp. "Hay," said McCoy, "that’s classy stuff you just chug-a-lugged." 

"So are these crackers,” retorted Kirk. 

McCoy smiled. "You okay?" 

Kirk sailed slightly. Mo. I’» far fron okay and you know it, he thought. He slowly got to his feet. "I'll 
take that nap, Doctor. Just eake sure 1’a there when Peter wakes up." 

"You'll be there,” promised McCoy as he got to his feet and started walking with Kirk to the door. 

"Where are you going?" asked Kirk suspiciously. 

"With you. You have a habit of being easily sidetracked and I want to be sure you end up in your quarters, and 
in bed." 

Kirk gruabled all the way but McCoy didn’t pay any attention. He leaned against the divider in Kirk’s quarters, 
watching Kirk take off his boots. 

"All right, are you satisfied now?" 

"Not quite. Lie down." Kirk threw hia a disparaging look, then lay back. McCoy shook out a blanket and 
draped it over hia. 

"Hey!" Kirk juaped as the hypo hissed against his ara. "That’s not fair!" 

"If you say so, Captain," said McCoy cheerfully as Kirk’s eyes started to close. "1’1] be back in a few hours 
to wake you,” he said as Kirk drifted off. “Set some sleep while you can, Jia,” he added softly as he stood looking 
down at the drawn, exhausted face. "It may be your last for some time.” He tucked the blanket around Kirk, then 
turned and left quietly. 

* 


As the days passed, Peter becase a fixture at Kirk’s side. The Enterprise was headed in for R &R and 
resupply at Starbase 4. She had been out on patrol for a long tine. Froa there, Kirk would catch a ship for Earth 
and take Peter howe. He had already heard from his aother - she was waiting with open ares. 

Peter was bouncing back from the shock of his parents’ death, once amore becoming the outgoing character that 
Kirk reaeabered. Kirk was grateful to the entire crew for the tise they spent with Peter, making sure he was never 
left alone during those tises when he couldn’t be with his uncle. Kirk had a cot put in his quarters, not wanting 
Peter to be by hiaself. He knew fro experience just how long a night could be. 

"Made all your arrangeaents, Jin?" asked McCoy as he set his dinner tray down. 

Kirk nodded. "We'll get to Starbase 4 late tonight. Peter and leave first thing in the aorning." 

"Well, we’ll iss you, young fellow,” said McCoy ruffling Peter’s hair. 

"Thank you, sir," said Peter, flushing a little. "It’ll be nice to see earth again.’ 

McCoy noticed Kirk’s face tighten as Peter spoke. "You’l1 enjoy yourself, Jia," he said. 

Kirk’s eyes showed his skepticisa but it didn’t sound in his voice. "We’re going to have a fine tise and just 
think, Bones, you’re going to have a two-week break fro your gruapy Captain." 

"You're not gruapy, Uncle Jia!" protested Peter. 

"No," agreed McCoy with a grin, "iapossible sometines, but not grumpy." He fell silent as Spock joined thea 
and watched with satisfaction as Kirk ate another substantial meal. At least sopething good has cone out of this, 
he thought. Looking after Peter has nade Jin have to Tet 90 of his own problens. Hopefully by the tine he gets 
back, he will have aade peace with hisself, 


As the passenger aircar flew closer to its destination, Peter grew quiet, a little afraid of the future, not 
wanting to lose his uncle yet knowing that Kirk had to leave hia behind. Kirk was lost in his own aeaories. Like 
Peter, he was a little afraid of what he was going to seet, but he was afraid of the past, not the future. There 
were aeaories here, perhaps too aany; his control was tenuous. Peter had forced hia to continue to bury his raging 
eactions, but in a few minutes he would be facing his other, then going to the house which held so aany senories. 
He felt absolutely drained and knew he would not be able to take auch sore without breaking. 

Kirk felt Peter press close and put his area around the boy. ‘"Nervous?® he asked. 

"A little. I don’t remember Srandea very wall.* 

Kirk smiled. "She’s quite a lady, Peter. You'll like her.” 
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"] hope so. 1 remeeber Dad...." His voice broke a little. °] reaeabar hia saying she was reslly ead when he 
and Moa left for Earth Colony 2 Research Station. 

"She wasn’t really ead at thea, Peter. Your grandaother is rather old-fashioned in some ways. She’s never 
been away froe Earth and doesn’t really understand why anyone else would want to be.* 

“Was she ead at you too?" 

Kirk looked out the window at the passing countryside, seeing in his eind the tear-stained face that had bid 
hia forewell that first tise. "No, she wasn’t ead. By the tise J went, she had gone through it with everyone else. 
I guess she was resigned to the fact that I was going and there was nothing she could do to stop ae." He felt the 
aircar start to slow down, “We'd better get our stuff together. 

Kirk knew his @other would be waiting for thea under the large viewscreen that flashed arrivals and departures. 
All the tiees he had returned from school, from the Acadesy, on shore leaves, she would always be there. He guided 
Peter through the throngs of people, not noticing the looks his unifora brought as people noted his rank, not notic- 
ing the expressions on their faces. It was Spock who had pointed out to hie how he stood out in a crowd, and he had 
been surprised, but he still rarely noticed, 

"There she is, Peter,® he said, spotting a waving figure. He took the boy’s hand and led hia over. “Hello, 
Noa," he said, enveloping her in a bear hug. ‘“Sosh you’re looking good. 

"Flattery will get you into trouble; I’ve told you that before," said Mrs. Kirk with a laugh. Then she turned 
to Peter. ‘You’ve brought ae a young ean, Jim." She gave his a hug and a kiss. ‘Welcome home, Peter," 

"It’s nice to have a home to come to," said Peter in a slightly shaky voice, his hand once again reaching for 
Kirk’s. 

“Nonsense,” said Mrs. Kirk. “I’ve been trying to pound that into everyone’s head for years. Home had always 
been here.” She sailed as she put her ara around Peter. “Dinner’s on, so we'd better get going.” She took a sharp 
look at Kirk’s haggard face but said nothing. Her easy chatter filled the tine between the station and the fara the 
Kirk family still called home. Peter quickly warmed to her, and Kirk found he could safely retreat into himself. 

"Il aired out your old roo, Jim. 1 thought perhaps Peter would like it as his own. I hope you don’t ind." 

Kirk brought hiaself back to the present with an effort. ‘Uh, no, that’s fine.* 

"It’s the biggest one and since you don’t get home that often anymore, 1 figured you wouldn’t @ind using the 
guest rooa." As she was talking, the seall aircar skiamed into the yard and settled onto the landing area. 

The old home was unchanged. The weatherguard framing the house was as white as ever, the dark, theraal 
shutters open to adait the ware suaser breeze. The yard and gardens were perfect - one of Mrs. Kirk’s continuing 
passions. 

"I have a couple of outside people running the fara,® she said as they walked up the steps to the house. ‘It’s 
too euch for ee now. They’re here every day - good workers, too." She took off her coat. “Jie, could you show 
Peter around? Dinner will be a burnt crisp if 1 don’t look after things in the kitchen. 

Kirk took Peter upstairs and showed hie where everything was. Peter fell in love with Kirk’s old roos 
ienediately. ‘Wow, you’ve even got a crawispace in the cupboard," he said, emerging from his exploring. “Gee, Uncle 
Jie, I’d forgotten how neat Srandaa is." 

*T’1] agree with that,® said Kirk. “Look, get changed and washed up, then head for the kitchen, okay?" 

"Sura thing,” said Peter. 

Kirk shut the door to the guest room and leaned back against it, unable to stop the treabling of his body. He 
couldn’t go through with this. He was going to break down in front of Peter, in front of his eother. There were 
too many reminders of Sam, of his father, and ever-present in his mind was the ieage of Edith, and how she had died. 

"Uncle Jia, I’m ready!" 

Kirk clenched his hands into fists. ‘So on down, Peter. I'l] be thera in a few einutes.° 

"Okay." 

Kirk heard the cloaping of feet as Peter went down the stairs two at a tiee. Blindly he headed for the bath- 
rooa as he felt the tears start. He couldn’t let go! He fuabled for the cold water and doused his face until the 
ache in his throat started to lessen, 

“Jia, dinner’s ready!* 

"Be right down, Mom!" He quickly dried his face, then want back into the bedroom. His favorite pair of old 
jeans were set out for hia. He smiled slightly as he touched thea. It had been a long tiee since they had last 
been worn. 

Peter chattered al] through dinner, excited at being howe and relieved to discover he really was wanted, How- 
ever, exhaustion finally got the best of hie and his grandaother took hia off to bed. 

Kirk wandered out onto the large front porch and sat down in the old-fashioned love seat that had been there 
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for as long as he could remeaber. The noises of the frogs and crickets filled his ears, sounds he hadn’t heard for 
along tine. He sat back and let the peace of the aoment sink right to his soul. 

Finally his eother cae out to join him. She sat beside hia and the two of thea rocked quietly in the silence. 
Gradually Kirk realized his aother was crying. 

"Moa?" 

She shook her head, trying to deny her tears. "I Swore I wouldn’t do this," she said. "You would think I’d be 
used to the idea of death by now. But Sam and Aurelan - and poor Peter..." 

"He has you, Mom,” said Kirk softly, "and now you will have soseone with you." 

"] know, I know." She iapatiently dabbed at her eyes with a handkerchief, then took hold of his hand. "It’s 
not only Peter who upsets ae, Jia. Do you have any idea what you looked like when I first saw you today?" 

"Tired? Scruffy?" said Kirk in a teasing voice. 

"It won’t work. You can’t fool your own mother. I saw more than what others were seing, the handsome, young 
starship captain..." 

"Moa, now really...° 

"Don’t interrupt. I know you, strangers don’t. Ji, what’s wrong? You’ve been away froe Earth an awully long 
tine.’ 

I only wish I had been, Kirk thought. Those days I spent with Edith were so wonderfal, and so terrible... 

"There, you’ve got that look again,” stated Mrs. Kirk. 

"Moe," said Kirk gently, knowing he could never tell her what happaned, "you’re being a other again. !’a 
thirty-three years old..." 

"You’re still ay son." 

Yes, thought Kirk, and I wish with all ay heart that I coald car! apin your ares and cry the way Peter 
cried in pine. But it’s too ech hart. It’s too pach for pe and I know it would be too nach for you. Yow can heal 
a child’s pain - I have to deal with ny own. "I know,” he said with a seile. 

"You’re not going to tell ee what’s bothering you, are you?" 

He took her hand in both of his. "Dad once told ee you were his rock, but he was afraid he was going to wear 
the rock away by the way he constantly worried you. I don’t want that to happen. Please believe ae when I say I’e 
all right." 

They looked at each other, their hazel eyes a match. A seall saile touched his face as he saw her start to 
relent. "You are iapossible,” she said finally. 

"So you’ve told ae before," he said, his smile widening. "Wall, I, for one, am heading for bed. I have to 
leave in the aorning." 

"So soon?" 

He nodded. "The Enterprise has a two week lay-over, but it takes nearly that long to get back and forth to 
Starbase 4.° 

"I hate Starbases. I hate starships..." 

"Mon, please. Let’s not get into that again. Neither of us is going to change..." 

"Jia, you’re all I’ve got left.” 

Once again Kirk could feel his fragile contro] slipping. "You’ve got Peter,” he said as he got to his feet, 
"and you’l] always have ay love.” He kissed her on the forehead. "See you in the aorning." 

He was still awake when his aother tiptoed into the rooe. He lay with his eyes shut as she tucked the covers 
around hia and gently kissed hia, then stole quietly out again. He bit his knuckles hard to stop the tears that 
threatened to flow. te 


"Jie, there’s someone on the viewar - says he’s froe Starfleet Headquarters in San Francisco!" 

Kirk pried open heavy eyelids. At first he couldn’t imagine where he was. His mother’s voice had fitted 
nicely into his dream which happened occasionally, but when he woke up, he was usually on the Enterprise. 

"Jin?" A knock cage on the door, then his eother poked her head in. “Are you awake?" 

*T’a not sure." 

His mother seiled. "Come on, get up. Apparently it’s rather urgent." 

Kirk groaned. "Everything is urgent to Fleet Headquarters.” He started to swing out of bed, then reeeabered 
he didn’t have anything on, and stopped. "Uh, could you tel] thee I’J] be right there?" 

His mother grinned at his obvious eabarrasseent. "Okay, but hurry up." 

Kirk hastly pulled on his jeans and went down the stairs in huge leaps. Adeiral Komack was patiently waiting. 
"Sood eorning, sir. Sorry to have kept you waiting." 
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"Quite aJl right,® said Komack, saking an effort to ignore Kirk’s unusual state of dress. "You’re a rather 
hard aan to track down, Captain. Your First Officer was somewhat reluctant to say where you had gone." 

I know Spock doesn’t like Kopack, thought Kirk to hinself, bat that seeas 2 rather snasael peaction. onder 
what caused it? He looked at the viewscreen. ‘What can I do for you, sir?® 

*We’d like you to coae to San Francisco. The Enterprise has been ordered to come here to pick you up, rather 
then waiting for you to return to Starbase 4.” 

"But we’re due back on patrol...° 

"The Excalibur is frees she will take your patrol until you report back to your sector. When can you get 
here?" 

"Well, 1 was planning to leave this aorning..." 

"Good. We'll expect you here at 1488 hours. Until then...” The viewscreen flicked off, leaving Kirk feeling 
a bit bewildered. 

"Trouble, Jia?" 

"Uh, no, 1 don’t think so. I’ve been ordered to go to San Francisco for some reason." He looked toward the 
kitchen. “Boy, something sure smells good.° 

"T’a fixing waffles, with real maple syrup." She looked at his half-dressed state. ‘I don’t know what is 
accepted in the service nowadays, but in this house you stil] have to wear shoes and a shirt to aeals!* 

Kirk gave her a hug. ‘I’l] be down in a minute, and I want a double order. Is Peter up yet?" 

"No, I thought it eight be a good idea to let hia sleep. He’s a pretty exhausted boy." She looked at her son. 

"As are you." 

He couldn’t answer, only nodded, then headed back up the stairs. He took a quick shower and put on a clean 
unifore. He would have to leave right after breakfast. Hopefully, he would be able to say his goodbyes to a sleepy 
child and get away with no hysterics. * 


"They did what?" McCoy felt his legs buckling and landed with a thud into the chair behind his desk. 

Spock took a deep breath, waiting for his own anger to fade a little, anger which had started as he stood in 
front of Admiral Koaack while the ean had told hia of Kirk’s orders, what had happened, and asked for his help. 
“They used Jia as bait for a trap, but soaething went wrong.” 

"Something went wrong?" McCoy looked a little closer at Spock. “You'd better sit down before you do anything 
funny. 

Spock looked irritated, but sat down nonetheless. 

"Okay, now tell ae what happened. ° 

“Over the past year, elements hostile to Starfleet and the Federation have consistently known things there 
should have been no way they could have found out. Starfleet did a thorough internal investigation from Adsiral 
Komack’s office and found nothing. They finally decided to bait a trap and Komack thought that Jia would be the 
most effective ean tocarry it out. They let it leak that Jia had very important information, information that 
certain factions would go to any lengths to obtain.* 

"And?" 

“They got the inforaation.° 

"They broke hia?" 

"Not precisely. He was supposed to give the information..." Spock got up, his anger making it impossible to 
sit still. "But they didn’t stop there. They tortured hia - plain, brutal torture. Then they duaped hia out in 
the street, apparently thinking he would die before anyone found hia.° 

"Oh, ay god," said McCoy softly, “Where is he now?" 

"In the Medical Complex at Starfleet Headquarters.’ 

"Did you see hia?" 

Spock nodded. "He doesn’t know that I! did. He’s in intensive care - I was in the observation area.” He 
closed his eyes, his anguish plainly visible. 

"Daan," swore McCoy. ‘Jie was in no shape to take on something like that! As hurt and confused as he was when 
he left the Enterprise, it’s no wonder he didn’t refuse such a rotten assignment.” He ran his hand over his face. 
"I was hoping going home would help ease some of the pain. What have I done to hia?" 

Spock turned at the sound in McCoy’s voice. ‘Yo are not to blame, Doctor. Perhaps no one is." 

"His condition?" 

"Not very good,* said Spock grimly. ‘They’ve sent for his other." 

NcCoy frowned as he got to his feet. If they had sent for Kirk’s aother he aust be in pretty poor shape. 
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"Well, being the Enterprise’s Chief Medical Officer, I’d better get down there. 171] call you as soon as J know 
anything.® 


The small room was brightly lit, as were all the intensive care cubicles. Kirk lay on his right side, a seall 
cover strategically placed over the middle of his body, leaving everything else exposed. His right ara was out in 
front of hia, strapped firaly to the bed, a tube running from it to a machina which was programead to keep his body 
fluids balanced and feed nutrimants at specified intervals. A criss-cross brand of stripes was burned into his 
chest and back, and down his legs. Both of his ayes were black and swollen, and McCoy could sae the pale aarks left 
by the laser seal. Kirk’s face aust have been a aass when they found hia. 

McCoy closed the door softly behind hia, then walked to the side of the bed. He aomentarily flicked on the K-3 
pain indicator. The arrow quickly rose straight to the top of the panel. Gently he put his hand on Kirk’s fore- 
head - it was burning. He glanced down at the report in his hand. The siaple medical terms could not touch on what 
he saw in front of hia. 

Kirk stirred slightly as McCoy took his hand away. ‘Water..." His voice was raspy and weak. McCoy got a 
glass and slipped the straw into Kirk’s mouth, From Kirk’s efforts, it was obviously very painful to swallow, 

"That’s enough, Jia,” said McCoy eventually. 

Kirk tensed as he recognized McCoy’s voice. “Bones?® He managad to open his ayas slightly. “Said you..." 

"Stay quiet,” said McCoy. ‘“We’re all hare. The Enterprise is in orbit, Spock’s on the rampage..." 

"Mustn’t...can’t sea...” 

McCoy smiled slightly. Kirk was always trying to protect Spock from the pain of his injuries, knowing -how auch 
it cost the Vulcan. “He already has," he said gently. He looked at the burns that aarkad Kirk’s body. °You look 
like you were put on a grill." 

"Wis Was." 

McCoy felt his stomach lurch. What kind of sick mind would do something like this to another living being? 
"Well, I’m here now," he said Jamely. “Being the only person who knows how to treat you properly, I expect to be 
popping in and out rather frequently. * 

Kirk’s eyes had shut again but he painfully lifted his left hand and weakly gripped McCoy’s ara. McCoy put 
his hand over Kirk’s. No words were needed - none were adequate. 

McCoy waited until Kirk had drifted off into a state somewhere between sleep and unconsciousness before he 
left. He knew the machines surrounding Kirk could probably @onitor hia sore afficiantly, but McCoy firaly baliaved 
in the human aleaant. He had often saan it eake the differance batwaan life and death. 

He quietly closed the door behind hia, then stopped to talk to the duty nurse. As he turned away, he saw a 
woman sitting in one of the saall cubicles. He looked back at the nurse, his ayabrow on the rise. 

"That’s the patiant’s sother, Doctor." 

Both of McCoy’s eyebrows rose. He wouldn’t have recognized the slight woman as Jia’s aother. There samead to 
be little resaablance. He ada his way across the roos. “Hrs. Kirk?" 

The face that looked up at his was not Jia’s, but the eyes were pure Kirk - larga, luainous hazel ayas that 
could belong to no other person. "Yes?" 

McCoy held out his hand. “Leonard McCoy,* he said with a smile. ‘Jia’s doctor - and friend.° 

"Oh, Dr. McCoy! Jim has spoken of you often." She got to her feet. “Is he...is he going to be all right? 
They didn’t tell aa very auch, just that it was important that I get here as soon as possible." 

McCoy sensed this lady would stand for as little nonsense as did her son. “He’s badky hurt, Mrs. Kirk, but 
he’s..-he’s got a lot of fight...” 

"But not as auch as usual?° 

"M’?aa?° McCoy suddenly realized where Jia had acquired that uncanny sixth sense. 

"Jia is ay baby, Doctor. He’s never been able to hide auch from aos. Oh, he didn’t say anything when he was 
home, but [ knew something was wrong. He seemed so lost somehow...° 

"He’s had more than his fair share of lumps recently,® said McCoy, “but he’l] bounce back - he always does. 
He’s sleeping now. Why don’t you sit with hia for a while. I’d feel better knowing there was somsone with hia." 

"Man over machine, Doctor?® said Mrs. Kirk with a light smile. "Jia told oa you were wonderfully 
old-fashioned." 

"Well, I don’t know that I would exactly put it that way,” said McCoy with a grin. "Come on." 

Mrs. Kirk paled when she saw how badly injured her son was, but McCoy quickly realized she could cope with the 
shock. He left with a quiet word of encouragemant, heading off to talk with the head of the Burn Unit. 

For along time she sat by the bed, her haart aching at the sound of Kirk’s ragged breathing. He never once 
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moved, never once opaned his eyes. She started to wonder if he even knew she was there. With some hesitation, she 
reached out and took his hand in both of hers. "I’a here, Jia,” she said softly. "I know you have the best of care, 
but nothing can substitute for a aother.‘ 

He didn’t answer, nor had she really expected hia to. She sat, his cold hand held in her ware ones, willing to 
stay in that position for as long as he needed her. 

Kirk gradually becage aware of the warm hands and wondered who was there. It wasn’t Spock} he knew that touch 
well, He looked up from under his lashes and saw the last person he had expected to see. A quick breath caught in 
his throat and he clasped his eyes shut. He felt a soft hand brush his cheek, wiping away the lone tear that had 
escaped, 

"Jia?" 

There was no way he could answer - the tightness in his chest was being caused by more than the severe pain of 
the burns. He fought against himself for long minutes, then gave in, his fingers wrapping around her hand. He 
needed her, there was no use trying to deny the truth. Slowly a feeling of security descended and he fell asleep, 
the first undrugged sleep he had managed since they had found hia dying in the filthy street. 


McCoy had no trouble being assigned as Kirk’s personal physician. It was going to take more than just a 
physical recovery from what Kirk had undergone ~- he was going to have to overcome the emotional reaction as well. 
Doctors were necessary} a friend was even gore iaportant. 

Kirk sade very slow iaproveaent. He withdrew from everyone, lying silant in his agony. Adairal Komack was on 
the warpath to find out what had happened, but there was no way McCoy would let his anywhere near intensive care. 

McCoy sade sure Kirk was never left alone. At some point he was going to have to talk, for his own aental 
stability if for no other reason. The wicked burns still stood out in startling relief on his body, accented by the 
plasti~shield that was sprayed over thea to help prevent infection. Twice a day the plasti-shield had to be 
reaoved, the burns treated, then the shield reapplied, an agony which could only be guessed at - Kirk never sade a 
sound while it was being done. * 


McCoy and Spock put their trays down on the table. They had just left Kirk with his mother and were taking a 
auch needed break. McCoy slowly ate while Spock toyed with his soup. 

"You not eating, Spock?" he asked finally. 

Spock looked at hia. “Why isn’t Jim any better?° 

"He’s healings there hasn’t been any infection..." 

"That’s not what 1“ talking about,® said Spock. “I’ve watched hia lying there - so have you. Is that the 
Jia Kirk either of us knows?® 

McCoy shook his head. ‘No, no it isn’t. 

"Why?! 

“Spock, he’s been through a lot, eore than aost men could take - Edith’s death, his brother and sister-in-law. 
Then...” Quickly he broke off, realizing what he had alost said. 

“Then what?® 

"Nothing. It’s not isportant.’ 

"Doctor, you lie sost unconvincingly.° 

McCoy looked up at the Vulcan. He never wanted Spock to know unless Kirk told hia, but it was too late now and 
Spock wasn’t about to let hie change the subject. “He blames hiaself for causing your blindness," he said abruptly. 

"He causad...? But I’a not...it wasn’t permanent. * 

“Wo, but it was the last straw. He held up against everything, even that. Then when you were suddenly there 
again, alive and whole, it was too auch. That’s when he fell apart.® 

"He fell apart?® 

"Uh, huh. Not outwardly, and no one who didn’t know hi@ well would have seen any signs, but that’s why I sent 
hie home in the first place. He had to get away from all of us. One sore blow would have been one too eany..." He 
rubbed his hand over his tired eyes. ‘I wish I could be sure he didn’t do this to punish hisself.° 

Spock looked at hia sharply. ‘Someone else tortured hia.” 

McCoy met Spock’s eyas. ‘He volunteered for this assignaant. Its dangers were clearly spelled out. He knew 
he was on the edge of aental and physical exhaustion. Does it sound like a sensible move to you?" 

Spock stared at hia for a sinute. He had not known this had been a voluntary mission. "No," he said quietly, 
"it was not a sensible aove.° 

"Well," said McCoy picking up his tray, ‘I’m going to have to play devil’s advocate. Jia’s got to start 
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talking." 

"T’ll come with you..." 

"Wo," said McCoy gently, “thanks for offering, but I think it would be a good idea if only one of us did this. 
He’1] get angry, probably very angry. At least when he turns away from me, he'll be able to turn to you. However, 
I’d appreciate it if you’d make sure a correct transcript was taken. 1 don’t want hia to have to go through this 
twice." 

Spock nodded. ‘ shall be nearby if you need ee.” 

"Thanks. Let’s just be sure his mother isn’t. She wouldn’t like what she’d see.” He got slowly to his feet. 
"You would think that having suffered as auch as he’s done, Starfleet would leave Jia alone instead of hounding hia 
every single aoment. The blasted military aachine doesn’t leave room for individuals.” 

"You have often said it is iaportant not to hold everything in.* 

"It is, but to have to relive a horror such as Ji went through..." 

"Do you not think he already is?° asked Spock quietly. 

When they got back to intensive care, Admiral Komack was waiting for thea. 

"McCoy," he said with no preliminary greeting, "I can’t wait any longer. The information Kirk gave has already 
been acted on. I’ve got to find out what he knows!" 

McCoy looked at Spock, then nodded. "All right. Spock, would you come with us? Wurse J would appreciate it if 
you would accompany Mrs. Kirk to dinner." 

"Yes, Doctor." 

Spock’s eyebrow rose. Slightly. This was not at all what McCoy had been planning to do. However, he picked up 
a recorder. McCoy had said that he didn’t want Kirk to have to go through this twice. He assumed he had not 
changed his aind on that score. 

Just before they went into Kirk’s roos, McCoy turned to Komack. "Just one thing, Admiral. ! will do the 
questioning and when I say stop, we stop. Understood?" 

Komack nodded, Spock glanced from one to the other. He knew McCoy meant what he said, but he had also run 
into Komack’s stubbornness, as had Kirk on many occasions. This could be a real battle. 

When they walked in, Spock heard a quiet gasp come from Komack. He had not seen Kirk before, and the burns 
were Standing red and raw in the saall rooa’s bright light, accented by the plasti-shield. 

"Adsiral, if you will sit over here,” directed McCoy. Then he walked over to Kirk and put his hand on Kirk’s 
shoulder. "Jia?" There was no response. He shook Kirk slightly. “Jia, listen tome. It’s tine to talk." 

Finally Kirk opened his eyes and looked at McCoy. The swelling had subsided but the bruises still showed dark 
and sore. But the eyes that looked at McCoy, then at Spock and Komack, were the eyes of a stranger - there was 
nothing there to reveal the aan they knew. However, something in the tension of Kirk’s body told McCoy that Kirk 
would try. 

McCoy glanced over at Spock and nodded. Spock started the recorder and waited, hardly daring to breathe. 
"Jia," said McCoy, turning back to Kirk, “I don’t want to aake this difficult for you. Take your tise - tell us 
what you reaeaber." 

Kirk looked at the tube running into his ara, then slowly clenched his fist. “I was home..." 

"Why?" asked Komack. 

"Admiral," said McCoy fiercely, °I warned you!" 

Kirk didn’t appear to notice the interruption. °I was bringing ay dead...bringing ay brother’s son hose..." 

That’s the last thing he needs to repeaber, thought McCoy. “Jia, we know that. What happened after you were 
Called to Headquarters, after Admiral Komack told you of the problea he was having?" 

"Security information was being leaked," said Kirk, “an internal investigation found nothing. I agreed to a 
plan which would expose ae as a possible target of those people who had been obtaining the information. | was 
interviewed on the Starfleet news program that evening. I let slip that I had been summoned for the purpose of 
taking new scientific information to Draden." 

"And then?" prompted McCoy as Kirk fell silent. 

"On ay way back to Headquarters, 1 stopped at the Quarter Cell, a restaurant that was frequented by Starfleet 
personnel. Since it was agreed that this information aust have been taken out by someone in Starfleet, I thought it 
would be best to stick to those places where | could be easily found, if someone wanted to find oe. I ordered 
several drinks, then had dinner." 

"Were you alone all this tine?° 

"Up to the point where I was just finishing eating..." He hesitated. 

"Yes?" prompted McCoy. 
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"I'm not really clear. I rememeber feeling rather peculiar. Everything started aoving slowly..." He shifted 
restlessly. 

"Take it easy," said McCoy, putting his hand on Kirk’s ara, “Just tell us what is clear to you at the aoaent.* 

Kirk took a deep breath. ‘A roos, a couple of chairs, a table eade of some sort of aetal..." His voice was 
Shaking. “High up over the table was another metal slab, the sage size as the table..." He broke off, panic 


clearly visible in his eyes. Instantly McCoy pulled out a hypo and pressed it against Kirk’s shoulder. 

"Doctor?" McCoy looked up at Komack’s voice. 

"A aild tranquilizer, Admiral. Memories can powerful, especially this type." 

*He’s strong enough to go on?° 

"I think it would be best if he did,® said McCoy. “If he can get this out without us pushing hia too hard...® 
He touched Kirk again. ‘What else, Jia?" 

Kirk’s eyes had gone blank again, the tranquilizer helping to control the fear. "I remember being shoved into 
one of the chairs. Then a man came into the room..." 

"What did he look like?® 

‘Very ordinary, the type of person you would pass on the street without a second glance. He had seen the 
newscast..." 

"Doctor, we need a better description...° 

"Adsiral, take what you’re given!" said McCoy, cutting hia off, 

"I can’t remember anything about hia," said Kirk. “I’ve been trying...° 

"You’ve been trying?" said Komack in disbelief. 

"Admiral!" said McCoy. ‘One more interruption..." He turned back to Kirk. “Goon, Jia," he said gently. 

"He said he knew me and he knew I was stubborn. He said he was going to break ae." 

McCoy took a deep breath. “Did he?" 

“He got the information..." 

“He was supposed to get the inforaation,® broke in Kogack. 

“Admiral Komack!* 

"Be quiet, Dr. McCoy! Captain Kirk, did you or did you not break?" 

Kirk slowly sat up for the first time, visibly shaking with pain and anger. ‘He got the inforeation I was sent 
to give, Adgiral, but he wanted sore and 1 wouldn’t give it. To get what he already had, he had reduced ay face to 
pulp, but he wasn’t satisfied. He said I knew more, that there was a reason why I had been given this particular 
inforeation. They stripped ae, Adairal, and they tied ae to that table. Do you know what that table was? It was a 
huean grill...° 

“Jia,” said McCoy, “that’s enough for now. Come on, lie down," 

"Daan it, McCoy, you told ae J had to talk, so let ae talk!" He looked back at Kopack. ‘They tied ae face 
down and they closed that aetal until I was squashed under the weight, then they turned it on. Do you have any idea 
of what selling your own burning flesh does to you? Do you have any idea of the agony of being held sotionless 
while your flesh is burned from you in strips? No, you bastard, you don’t know and you couldn’t care less! Well, 
for your inforeation, I didn’t break. I wouldn’t give you the satisfaction of having it happen!® 

"Jia, that’s enough!" said McCoy sharply. “Spock, get Komack out of here!" McCoy was busy with Kirk but he 
didn’t miss the fact that Spock practically carried Koeack out, giving the Admiral no chance to argue. Kirk 
collapsed into McCoy’s ares, his anger turning to weakness and exhaustion. McCoy rang for the nurse. Together they 
got Kirk settled but the panel readings continued to fluctuate wildly. “Damn,” auttered McCoy. ‘Stay with hia, 
Nurse. I’ll be right back.°® 

Spock was physically barring Komack from entering Kirk’s room. McCoy almost barrelled into the Vulcan as he 
case Storming out, his eyes blazing. °] told you not to push! What the hell were you trying to do?® 

"Discover the truth,’ replied Koaack. ‘Men in great pain rarely lie, Doctor. He didn’t break, but I had to be 
sure." He gat down on the corner of the nurses’ desk. "Now I have another problea.° 

McCoy looked at Spock. “Would you stay with Jim for a minute?" he asked. ‘I want someone he knows with hia.° 
Spock nodded and iamediately left. "All right, Admiral," he said, turning back to Komack, “what is your problea?" 

"] have just received the report you logged on the Enterprise, the one that you told me you’d send whan | 
talked to you on Starbase 4 ~ the one concerning Kirk’s recent medical history...° 

"You only just received it?® 

Komack nodded. "Somehow it got sidetracked. I have no idea if it was deliberate or an accident. Doctor, | 
would like to know just how badly stressed Kirk was before this happened, and I would like your honest opinion of 
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his chances for recovery.” 
« 


Kirk was still very agitated when McCoy got back to his room. He injected more tranquilizers and waited until 
Kirk finally fell asleep. He stood looking down at Kirk, his eyes full of pain, “What the hell did I expect to 
accoaplish by doing this?" 

"He needed to talk, Doctor, and I believe Adgiral Komack got the information he wanted." 

"IT hope so," said McCoy. “Another session like that and we won’t have anything left to question. How auch can 
one person take?" 

He was interrupted by Mrs. Kirk arriving back from dinnar. “Is he all right?" she asked anxiously, looking at 
the ragged eaotion which still showed on Kirk’s face, despite the fact he was asleep. 

Spock looked at McCoy over the top of her head, wondering what McCoy was going to do. “Yes, he is," said 
McCoy, ‘and I’ve given hia a sedative so he’l] get a good night’s sleep. J think this is a chance for all of us to 
do the sage.” He glanced over at Spock, who nodded. ‘Will you do ae the honor of allowing me to escort you to your 
rooa?" asked McCoy, gallantly offering his ara to Mrs. Kirk. 

She looked at her son for a moment. "He’s so hurt," she said quietly. “Ever since he said he wanted to go to 
the Acadeay, I’ve been terrified for hi. His father died in the service. I thought that by keeping hia on Earth 
he would be safe, that space was the place of unknown dangers. Wow] see hia here like this, I see the reality of 
his life..." 

"Cone on," Said McCoy gently, "you’!] feel better in the morning. We’re all wound a Jittle tight at the 
aoaent." 

Mrs. Kirk looked at Spock. "You’l] stay with hia? J hate the idea of him being alone.’ 

"I shall stay," said Spock soleanly. 

Tpuer words were never spoken, thought McCoy. Nothing woald get you oat of here. 


Ten days later, McCoy soved Kirk from intensive cara to a suite of rooms. Kirk was not given the noraal 
private room accorded his rank - too auch was at stake. The suite could be easily guarded. Kirk wasn’t strong 
enough to fend for himself, not yet. The burns were gradually healing and he was regaining his strength, but he 
remained subdued and withdrawn, his eyes strangely lifeless. 

He seemed most at peace when his aother was with hia, so eventually McCoy had her move in. He and Spock had 
rooms just down the hall. For once, Admiral Komack did not seem perturbed by the fact that a starship was just 
sitting around doing nothing. 

Score one for hapanity against the company, thought McCoy. It’s sopething I’d never thoaght I’d see. 

McCoy walked into the room late one afternoon. Kirk and Spock were playing chess, Mrs. Kirk watching thea and 
knitting. All of thea had tried everything they could think of to get Kirk out of the deep depression which had a 
tight grip on hia, but, as yet, nothing had worked. 

"Hey, Jia,” he said cheerfully, “how would you like to go out for dinner tonight?" 

Kirk looked up with a slight smile. "Anything's better than that hospital food you kaap shoving at ae.° 

"It’s nutritious," defended McCoy. 

"So is Denebian carpew, but that’s not about to make oe eat it!" 

“Would you aind if J bowed out?" said Kirk’s aother with a smile. ‘I promised Peter I’d call hia tonight, and 
I’ve got to get this sweater finished for a certain person,* she added, sailing fondly at her son. 

They went to a popular restaurant of Kirk’s choice. "No drinks with the aedication you’re on, Captain,” said 
McCoy, "but you can have anything on the aenu - our treat." They placed their order, then fell silent for a few 
pinutes. McCoy decided to once again try to draw Kirk out. "What’s bothering you, Jia?" he asked. ‘“You’re healing 
well, you’re stronger. It’s alaost over..." 

"It’s almost over," echoed Kirk quietly. He carefully leaned back in his chair, an obvious reminder of the 
ever present pain caused by the burns. “I don’t know what it is, Bones. Cal] it tired of playing got, tired of 
pointing ay finger and choosing life or death for others." He shuddered. ‘I condeanad Lazarus to worse than 
death - an endless eternity of hatred and madness. Edith..." His voice caught in his throat. ‘Why is it always 
goodness that is maimed or destroyed? What had she ever done?" He looked at McCoy. 

"There isn’t any answer, Jia. It’s called life, or destiny - something like that.° 

"In each case, Captain, you ade the logical choice and the only possible one. It is your humanity that is 
Causing your pain...” 

"Is it, Spock? Then why can’t I cry for any of thea? Why can’t I cry for Edith or Sam or even for Peter? All 
I feel is emptiness.” He fell silent for a soment. "Komack practically accused oe of deliberately getting ayself 
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into this sess..." 

"Jia, he did no such thing!’ 

Kirk didn’t appear to notice McCoy’s interruption. "Ever since then, I’ve had to face the fact that I didn’t 
fight thea. I did absolutely nothing to resist.” 

"Captain, you have said you can’t remeaber all the details,’ said Spock. 

"IT know I didn’t fight thea,® said Kirk bluntly, his eyes alarmingly empty of expression. "Did I want to die 
that badly?" 

McCoy swore his heart stopped beating at Kirk’s words. "I think maybe we should...” He never finished his 
sentence. Kirk had looked up at something and frozen, his face turning as white as a sheet. 

"Jia?" Spock reached out his hand but Kirk soved too quickly and was out of his chair. He collided with the 
waiter who was bringing their aeal and they both went crashing to the floor. Spock kicked back his chair but Kirk 
had regained his feet and was backing across the room. Spock looked toward the door where Kirk was staring and saw 
two aen starting to run out. 

"McCoy," he said quickly, "follow Jim. Don’t lose hia!* He raced across the restaurant and out after the two 
gen, 

McCoy leapt to his feet and started across the restaurant but was grabbed by the owner. "Now wait just a 
minute. If you think you can just run out of here leaving a mess like this..." McCoy reached into his pocket and 
pulled out a handful of credits, pushing them at the aan. He had no idea how auch was theres he was aware only of 
the precious seconds passing and the fact that Kirk was gone. 

"Here,® he said fiercely, ‘that should cover it." He pushed the man aside and ran out, leaving the chaotic 
mess behind hia, but by the tise he reached the street, Kirk was nowhere to be seen. A quick search of the area 
revealed nothing. He ran around to the front of the restaurant but Spock had also disappeared. He flagged down a 
public aircar and scrambled in, ordering the man to take hia to Starfleet Headquarters. They were in real trouble. 


Mrs. Kirk heard the footsteps running down the hall. She put down her knitting and went to the door, wondaring 
what was going on. 

"Jia, ay word, what’s happened?” 

Her son came stuabling in the door. His clothes were filthy, the knee of his trousers torn and his hands 
scraped and bleeding. "He’s found me," he said, gasping for breath. "I can’t go through it again..." 

"Who’s found you? Jim, there’s no one else out there!” She put her ara around his waist. "Come on, let’s get 
you to bed..." They got about halfway across the living rooms when Kirk sank to the floor. She wasn’t strong enough 
to lift hia, so she went down on her knees, hugging hia close. 

"He said before he would break ae,” said Kirk in a choked voice. "He said I was going to die and I insisted | 
would live. He kept trying to find out why, what it was that was so isportant, but 1 wouldn’t tell hi. He said 
over and over that when he found out he would hold it in front of me and destroy it, when I could do nothing to stop 
hia. Moa, I can’t lose hia now. I’ve lost everything else..." 

She wrapped her aras around her son and hugged hia close. "You’re not going to lose anyone,” she said softly. 
She gave hia a gentle kiss onthe cheek. "You’re still my baby, Jim, you don’t have to play the starship captain 
here..." She felt hia start to treable and held hia tighter. Eventually she felt his tears and knew the crisis had 
come. She braced herself for the onslaught of pain, braced herself to hear the agonies he had never aentioned, 

He rested his head on her shoulder and cried for every fear he had ever known, for every hurt he had ever 
received. He cried for every person dead under his command, He finally cried the tears that McCoy had so often 
tried to get hia to shed. He cried for the great love he had found, and then destroyed. He cried for his father 
and his brother. And, finally, he cried for the one person he truly loved, the person he thought he had destroyed, 
but somehow remained standing at his side. He cried for Spock. 


"We’ve got to find hia!” said McCoy, saashing his fist down on the table, causing Admiral Koeack to look up at 
hia sharply. 

"Indeed we aust,” said Komack. "If they have hia, there is every possibility that he could break, and that we 
cannot allow." 

McCoy looked at hia, anger s@ouldering in his eyes. "For the good of the company - to hell with the aan, is 
that it?" 

"That is precisely it," said Komack coldly, 

They were interrupted by Spock’s sudden arrival, accompanied by one of the Admiral’s staff and a security 
guard. "Commander Spock brought in two men a few minutes ago, Adairal. He says they have something to do with the 
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security leaks, and believes they have knowledge of what happened to Captain Kirk.” He put a tapm into the viawar. 
"You’re not going to believe it," he added quietly as he turned the viewscreen on. 

Kopack’s face want white whan he saw the image on the scraan. Eventually he looked up at Spock. “That man, 
Commander, is ay personal aida, the man who was in charge of investigating the leaks.° 

‘He is also tha aan who caused Captain Kirk to run from the restaurant,” said Spock coldly. 

“Excuse we, Adsiral,* said a yeoman poking her head in the door. ‘Mrs. Kirk is trying to find either Commander 
Spock or Dr. McCoy. Captain Kirk is with her." 

Spock and McCoy exchanged a quick look. ‘May we take our leave, sir?® said McCoy iamediately. 

"Yes, yes," Said Komack iapatiently. ‘“Brualey, come with ae. There’s somebody waiting who has a hell of a lot 
of explaining to do - and many years in which to do it,” he added as he passed out the door. 


That was quite a dinner, Mrs. Kirk," said McCoy with a sigh as he put down his fork. Three pices of pie were 
far sore than he normally ate, but it was the best pecan pie he had ever had. 

"I’m glad you enjoyed it, Doctor," said Mrs. Kirk with a seile. "I aa so very pleased that you and Mr. Spock 
could coma back to Jowa with us." 

McCoy seiled. ‘“Jia’s never said such about home, but you can often tell in his eyas that he aissas it. 
Especially whan we land on planets that look like this countryside.° 

Mrs. Kirk shook har head. ‘No, he aisses what he once knew as home. He’s aman of spaaca, Doctor, like his 
father. I’ve finally coma to realize you can’t change thea, you can only support and encourage their dreaes.* 

McCoy thought about her words for a sinute. “Somehow J don’t see Jia as a dreamer} he’s too auch of a ean of 
action, Now a romantic, yes..." 

"Don’t you? That’s funny. Mr. Spock and I were talking earlier and he said one of the vary first things he 
discovered about Jia was that he was a dreamer." She looked down at her hands. “Jia knew a very lovely girl a few 
years back. She loved hia with every fiber of her being, but he found he couldn’t return it. Jia is fond of aost 
people} I was hoping he would become sore deeply attached to Angelique, saybe forget space and the Acadeay...° 

"I take it that didn’t happen,’ said McCoy. 

"No. I asked his about it afterwards. He sailed a little sadly and said something I hava never forgotten. 
*Mom, she made the mistake of falling in love with a dreager. No one should ever love a dreaser unless they share 
those sage dreags. It causes too auch pain.’* She looked back up to McCoy. “His father was a dreamer, too." 

McCoy didn’t know what to say. He looked away, then saw Kirk and Spock walking back from the barn, Peter 
racing excitadly ahead of thea. Mrs. Kirk followed his look, then smiled. “I’ve always worried about ay son, Doctor, 
worried about the pain and loneliness he had inflicted upon hiasel#. Then I met you, who so obviously cares, and | 
met someone with whom Jia can finally share those dreaas...” 

"Grandaa, Chickie finally hatched her eggs! She had eight babies!" 

“That’s wonderful, Peter. We’]] have to build her a proper nest so that they’]] be safe from the aachinery.° 
She looked up as Kirk and Spock walked in together. °I suppose you’l] be leaving...’ 

Kirk nodded. ‘I’m afraid so. We’ve kept the Enterprise here too long as it is." 

"Will you be back soon?* 

"I don’t know, Mom, I'll try. 

“Well, I’ve got Pater, and 1I’1] always have your love.” Kirk smiled at her words. She had finally sade her 
own peace. She looked at Spock and McCoy. ‘Thank you for looking after this scaap of sine..." 

"Moa!" 

"It’s our pleasure, Ma’aa,” said McCoy. 

“And our priviledge,” added Spock. 

Kirk looked at all of thea with exasperation, his eyes falling last on Spock. The annoyance left his face} 
the dreamer had found his dream in reality. 
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"Take us out of orbit, Mr. Sulu.” 

"Aye, Captain,” came the reply. 

Kirk smiled to hiaself as he watched the helasaan lay in the course. It was a relief to have the past week 
over with and he was looking forward to their return to the peace of space. The ceremonies on Altair VI were 
finally over and he would no longer have to be polite to bores and spend aost of his tise escaping froe their wives. 
He appreciated the attention, but being descended upon by a horde of squawking women was a bit auch. He chuckled to 
hiaself as he thought of the ruffled dignity of the High Commissioner as he rescued Kirk froe the advances of the 
Commissioner’s rather inebriated wife. Actually, he had rather enjoyed it, but obviously the Comsissioner had 
thought otherwise. 

His laughter died as an irritating itch started across his chest again. Daan, it was getting annoying. He 
decided that on the whole he would rather hurt than itch} it was easier to put up with. He gently rubbed his hand 
over the area, knowing that McCoy would have his head if he were caught. The long cut caused by the lirpa was only 
just healing and the new skin was still delicate, the auscles underneath just starting to. knit together. All 
through the long cereaonies on Altair, McCoy had practically tied Kirk’s hands behind hie so he wouldn’t injure the 
fragile skin covering the wound, 

Thinking of McCoy reminded Kirk of the problea he had been avoiding. He stood up, his hand still gently 
rubbing his chest, and turned to his First Officer. "You have the con, Mr. Spock. I’ going to the Sickbay." 

Aleost immediately, he regretted his words. The Vulcan’s eyes darkened to opaque pools of guilt, although 
nothing in his voice betrayed any emotion. "Acknowledged, Captain." 

Kirk took a step toward hie, then stopped. This was not the time to draw attention to Spock, not in front of 
the other bridge personnel. But they would have to confront one another and it was going to have to be soon, Spock 
was tearing hiaself apart, the guilt of what he had done on Vulcan more than he could control. And he hiaself was 
going to have to accept what had happened, to come to teras mith what Spock had done. The Vulcan had meant to kill. 
It had come forcefully at the moment he had faced Spock that this was not the Spock he knew. He was facing an 
alien, an unknown being. 

It had been so easy before to think of Spock as a an and judge hie by human standards, to expect hia to behave 
according to the huean nore, But Spock had said it plainly hiaself: “I am not a ean, I’m a Vulcan'® Kirk had not 
then understood the differences - he still didn’t, but now he knew the differences were there and the knowledge was 
disturbing. 

Spock’s gaze had dropped froe Kirk’s face, seeming unable to face his Captain’s scrutiny. 

"There’s got to be sose way I can reach hia," thought Kirk. "I just can’t leave hie like this!” He walked 
forward and touched the Yulcan’s are. “Spock...” 

The dark eyes lifted and held his. Kirk put all his care and concern into his expression and was relieved to 
see Spock’s eyes clear slightly. He did not dare let hiaself think that Spock might just be concealing his feelings 
to spare his Captain. "I shouldn’t be long, but if we get to the rendezvous point before I get back, call oe." 

"Affirmative, sir.’ 

*« 


The soft spray soothed the terrible irritation and the itching gradually faded. Kirk gave a long sigh of 
relief as a lovely sensation of nothingness spread across his chest. 

"Bones, you’re a genius!" 

"Nope, just an old country doctor with a few tricks up ay sleeve. Feel better now?" 

“Uae” 
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McCoy grinned. "Well, you can sit up now, but don’t put your shirt on for a few minutes. I’d like that stuff 
to dry. Actually, if you’d just go around bare-chested for a few days that thing would heal faster. ’Course it’d 
destroy discipline among some of the crew..." 

"Cut it out, Bones," said Kirk laughingly. "Be serious...’ 

"I am, on both counts.” His eyes narrowed as he watched Kirk get off the bed. "Jia, you didn’t cose down here 
just because of this - what’s bothering you?" He watched as Kirk walked across the room and picked up his shirt. 

Kirk didn’t turn back, but stood looking at the shirt hanging froe his hands. “Bones,” he said quietly, ‘I’ve 
got a problem - a big one - and I dont’t know how to handle it...° 

"Oh, boy," McCoy thought, "it’s come to ahead. Well, one of them had to give." Aloud he said, "Come on, 
let’s go into ay office. * 

McCoy put a glass of brandy in front of Kirk, poured one for hiaself, and sat across from the younger aan. 
Kirk picked up his glass and watched its contents swirl around, reflecting the light as it moved. The silence 
lengthened, 

"Well?® 

Kirk looked up into the serious blue eyes, the concerned expression. He Swallowed a mouthful of brandy and set 
the glass back down on the desk. "It’s Spock.” He looked down agaain. "I’e@ losing hia, Bones. I’m losing hia and 
I can’t seea to do anything to stop it.’ 

McCoy watched hie carefully, making no compent. Kirk had to get all of this said without interruption. 

"Boing to Altair was probably the worst thing we could have done after what happened to us on Vulcan. Maybe 
if we had sat down, talked, perhaps we could have reconciled what happened. But all those ceremonies, functions, 
dignitaries - Bones, I didn’t see hie for three days, not to talk to, anyway..." 

Kirk stopped and swallowed hard. McCoy reached over and filled his glass, and a brief smile of thanks touched 
Kirk’s face. He picked up his glass again, then continued: "I’ve relived that afternoon so often in the past few 
days, and you know what stands out most in ay mind? That it wasn’t Spock standing there with a lirpa, aurder 
shining out of his eyes - it was an alien. And that alien was looking at ae, Bones, he was going to kill, he was 
going to kill ae...’ 

"Jie..." 

Kirk did not seem to hear McCoy’s interruption. "I thought I knew hia - was so sure in ay daaned confidence 
that I could predict every action, every emotion that he denied I knew about. But I only truly knew one side of 
hia - the honest, loyal, dependable friend... Sure, he was different from us, but not that auch...” Kirk paused, 
then his worried eyes aet McCoy’s, "Bones, he is different. I don’t know now what heis...how to deal with 
hie...’ 

Kirk drained his glass again, then stood up and started pacing the room, "I’ve tried to talk to hia since we 
came back aboard, to let hie know that things aren’t different than they were before...” He turned to McCoy, his 
hazel eyes bright with the ayriad emotions that were seething in him. "...but things are different. 1 know it 
and Spock knows it. He almost killed his Captain - the ean I thought was ay best friend almost aurdered ae! Bones, 
how can you change that reality?" 

McCoy’s fingers druamed gently on the table as Kirk drew a deep breath and then sat down again. Sympathy dark- 
ened his blue eyes as he watched Kirk bury his head in his hands, not wanting to run away from the problea and 
having no idea what to do about it. As he sat there looking at the stricken man, he felt his anger rise. He had 
been fighting it ever since that moment on Vulcan when he realized that Spock really meant to kill Kirk, But Jie 
didn’t need an additional burden now. He would never let the Captain know his true feelings. 

McCoy still felt a bitter hatred toward the Vulcan. It was a huean reaction; he did not try to rationalize it 
nor did he try to analyze it. He did not feel Kirk’s desperate need to meet Spock halfway for, unlike Kirk, he had 
seen the whole thing. 

Spock had killed Kirk, it was a Simple as that. With a single-minded purpose, he had aurdered the one aan who 
had offered hie friendship, who had accepted hia as the outsider he was and atteapted to help hie find some peace 
with hiaself, 

But McCoy wouldn’t let his anger interfere with Kirk’s plea for help. Kirk was important now, and iaportant to 
McCoy in away that Spock never would be. McCoy would bury his own feelings to help in any way he could, Kirk 
needed to hear encouragement, not damnation. 

"Jia, the man you faced on Vulcan was an alien to you, to me, and to himself,” He Saw Kirk Slowly look up at 
hia and continued quietly, trying to reason things out to his own satisfaction as well as attempting to explain thea 
to Kirk. "You told ae that Spock said he wasn’t a man, but a Vulcan. Ji, he isn’t either; he’s truly alien, with 
no belonging anywhere. A man is considered an alien outside his natural surroundings, his home, his environaent. 
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Look at us - there are thousands of places where we are comfortable, where we would be accepted. Hell, I could go 
back to Georgia - you could even go back to lowa..." He smiled at Kirk’s grieace. °.,.] know you can’t stand 
farming, but you’d be welcome there. There are very few sections of Starfleet that wouldn’t take you with open 
arms - you have good friends from the Acadeay to the High Command. 

"What has Spock got? We’ve got accrew of over four hundred. Who are his friends? You saw the way his 
conteaporaries looked at hi@ back on Vulcan < T’Pau, Stonn, T’Pring, even the guys who carried T’Pau’s chair looked 
at hie with contempt. He doesn’t belong thare Jia, he’s ahalf-breed, a aisfit. He’s hated as auch by those 
people as the half-breed Indian used to be hated by people on Earth three centuries ago!" 

He finished his brandy and filled his glass again, pushing the bottle over to his Captain and waited until Kirk 
had done the sage. 

"He’s talked very little about himself and his life, but there’s no doubt it’s been hell. I’ve studied hia, 
Jia, aS well as picked on hia, and I’ve sean cracks in that iron control, moments when he’s let hieself relax. 1l've 
seen times when he could have killed, the emotion was so great, and ]’ve seen times when he could have cried..." He 
leaned back in his chair. "And, Jim, in each case, you were the cause. Because of you, this aan is very slowly 
allowing hiaself to live, not just exist, and that’s a tremendous alteration. You allowed hia to see the good side 
of what he was trying to deny he is - Human, too. 

"I know absolutely nothing about Spock before J met hia, except what all of us know. But I do know about the 
trauga of growing up - so do you. The only reason we ever get to the other side of adolescence is because someone, 
somewhere, is ready to put out a guiding hand and accept us as we are until we can accept ourselves. I doubt very 
auch if Spock ever case to that understanding - after all, he’s a Vulcan and can control his emotions, including 
self-doubt...” 

"But he isn’t just a Vulcan," interrupted Kirk, “he’s half humann. He’s got to feel these eaotions, even if he 
does contro] thea!" 

"Exactly - he’s got all our doubts,fears, anxieties, as well as love, jealousy, hate - only he’s not allowed to 
express thea. Then along cames James T. Kirk. Cocky, sure - confident, well...he puts on a good show of it most of 
the time. But, most important, he possesses all those qualities that his First Officer feared - doubt, anxiety, 
jealousy, hate - and love. And you’re not afraid to expose yourself, Jim. You aiged that love at aean who had 
been taught to be rigidly self-sufficient and you hit him hard, harder than you think.” 

"But I didn’t treat hia any differently than the others..." 

"Sure you did - and you still do! Jia, you became everything necessary to bring Spock out of his shell: nurse- 
eaid, big brother, father, bully, guide... You didn’t ask anything of hia, but you sade it iapossible for hia not 
to respond. You gave hia your trust - what greater bond is there?* 

McCoy was silent for a moment as he watched his words sink in. “Jim, he admitted you’d won just before we 
beaged down to Vulcan, reeeaber? ’The wale is usually accompanied by his closest friends...’ I'll bet that word 
hadn’t passed his lips very often. Maybe never. And in front of T’Pau he said it again: Not outworlders, friends.’ 
He literally threw his heritage in her face, practically said he was half-huaan and that he had accepted it - after 
he had fought so long and so hard to deny that he was anything but Vulcan, 

"You had offered friendship, had tried hard to understand and accept what you couldn’t really understand, and, 
for probably the first time in Spock’s life, he went against all of his training and reached out." 

McCoy fiddled with his glass as Kirk’s eyes bored into hie. “Jim, your world is still secure, nothing’s 
changed that. His world’s shattered. He stood up in front of al] Vulcan and said that a Human was his friend, and 
it turned out that his friendship with you was more iaportant to hia than his earriage, than the Vulcan tradition 
that had enslaved him all his life! Then, due to a temporary insanity brought on by a chemical imbalance, he almost 
killed you. That’s not restricted only to alien races - haven’t you found yourself momentarily shaken by the sudden 
realization that you could have killed if the situation had allowed it?* 

The look on Kirk’s face told McCoy that Kirk was following his reasoning with no difficulty and his eyes 
adaitted to the truth of that last statement. 

"You can understand and accept it - he can’t. Spock’s background is vastly different from ours, but his huaan 
Mature is the same. And Vulcans have the same emotions, That double suppression is a burden that none of us will 
ever be able to understand. 

"By hiaself, he’ll never get over what happened on Vulcan - just as that by hiaself he would never have reached 
out for your friendship. He will survive this, he will continue to function efficiently and logically, but he won’t 
be the Spock you knew before. You didn’t eet something unknown on Vulcan} he did nothing that any of us are not 
capable of if we let our dark sides get out of control. But he met something unknown - he aet a loss of control, 
and that is something he was never taught to deal with.* 
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McCoy stood up and moved around the desk, resting his hand on Kirk’s shoulder. "Let his understand he’s no 
different, Jia. Let hie know he did something that any aan is capable of. Try to get hie to understand that he 
is a aan aS well aS a Vulcan, and try to get hie to accept it. You will never forget what happened, neither will 
hea, nor should either of you. But if he will face it and understand why he did it, and face the reality of his 
feelings for you because of it, he will adeit to the necessity of the understanding that you share and the trust 
that it brings...” 

The intercom whistled, breaking the mood and jolting them both back to reality. "McCoy here.” 

"Spock here, Doctor. 1s Captain Kirk there?" 

"Yes, 1 aa, Mr. Spock.® 

"We are five minutes away from rendezvous with the Lexington, sir. Ambassador Tarwan iS preparing to 
depart." 

"Thank you. I’11 meet you in the transporter roca. Kirk out." He stood and looked at McCoy. "Thanks, Bones, 
and not just for the brandy. 

"You’re welcome, Captain." He watched as Kirk started for the door. Just before Kirk walked out, McCoy said, 
"Jin, 1 think if you’re going to play diplomat in front of Ambassador Tarwan, you’d better put your shirt back on.° 
He held out the shirt Kirk had left on his desk. "] know you rarely obey any order 1 give you, but somehow ] think 
now would be a good time to start!" 

Kirk’s laughter echoed in his ears as the doors slid shut behind hia. McCoy’s s@ile slowly faded. Kirk had a 
rough tiae ahead of hie and there was no one who could help hig. He hoped for everyone concerned that it worked 
out. He had tried to iapress on Kirk how auch Spock needed his understanding - he had not mentioned how auch Kirk 
needed Spock’s in return. Nor had he aentioned that he hiaself did not really understand al) the implications, or 
that he would never fully forgive Spock for what he had done. Spock had killed his Captain and his friend - 
McCoy’s, too. He knew that the anger he felt would die, but he would never forgive. But for hie it was not 
necessary. Spock’s existence did not depend on his it did depend on Kirk. And McCoy knew that Kirk had the 
strength - and the love - to give what was necessary to heal the terrible breach. He, McCoy, was not the one, and 
never would be. 

*« 


Kirk lay restlessly on the bed, afraid to allow sleep to come. Each time he dozed off, his aind filled with 
igages of Spock and Vulcan. T’Pau’s coseand of fighting to the death, and the sick dread in the pit of his stosach 
as he Saw Spock coming at hie with the lirpa. He finally gave it up as a lost cause and got up. Maybe a walk 
through the ship would relax hie. He didn’t want to go to McCoy again, to adit that he couldn’t sleep and hadn’t 
been able to do so with any real success since Vulcan. 

The Enterprise was quiet, the third shift working alaost silently at their stations. He case and went alaost 
unnoticed, a dark shadow in the doorway, occasionally exchanging a quiet word with someone who did notice hia. 

The observation deck was in deep gloom, but not so dark as to completely obscure the figure standing and 
staring at the stars. The die light showed only the slender profile; the Vulcan’s expression was hidden in the 
deeper shadows. But even the dia light was unable to hide the tension of auscles and the alaost unbearable 
pressure Spock was enduring. He turned slightly as he heard the doors open. “Captain...” 

"Spock...° 

Kirk stopped just within the doorway, remeabering the iast time they had stood here together. It seeaed years 
ago now. Leila Kalomi had departed along with the other Omicron Ceti settlers and Starbase 27 was fast fading into 
the blackness of space. She had told hie what Spock had said, ’] have a responsibility to this ship - to that aan 
on the bridge...’ It had warmed hie then, to know that Spock felt his place was on the Enterprise with his 
Captain. Edith Keeler had brought their position home without realizing it. ‘Where do you estisate we belong, Miss 
Keeler?’ ‘You - at his side, as if you’ve always been there and always will...’ 

Now he was facing a stranger. Every defense Spock possessed was fully in place, no opening, no seal) saile, 
nothing that offered a welcome. He found himself taking a step backward, confused, ambivalent about his friend whoe 
he now feared. "Uh, I was just checking up on things...” His voice faltered; he knew Spock didn’t believe hia. 

"Indeed, Captain." A polite, non-comaittal remark. No question, no pushing, but then Spock would do neither. 
lf there was to be any breakthrough, it would have to cose from Kirk alone. 

"Yes, well...uh, goodnight, Spock.” 

He almost ran, hating himself, but totally unable to control his reaction. At the end of the corridor, he 
stopped and turned back to look at the observation deck. Spock had not followed hia, and the door had been swallow- 
ed up by the glooa. 

He turned and started walking again. He had to stop acting like this. One way or another, he and Spock had to 
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resolve this - it was going to affect the necessary teaework on the bridge and lives were going to be put unneces- 
sarily in danger. But how could it be resolved? 

He found himself outside Engineering. He knew little would be going on, but thought he would look in anyway. 
He often found the huge engines soothing and, heaven knew, he had to find soee way of caleing his seething nerves. 
He quietly entered and aleost fell over Scotty, who was lying half inside an open panel just inside the door. He 
bent down and tugged at a heel. A euttering reached hia and, judging by the thickness of the burr, Scotty was 
pretty worked up about soeathing. Kirk tugged on the foot again and this tiee Scotty caee exploding out of the 
shaft. 

"Ach, canna ye nae let a mondo..." His voice died away as he caee face to face with Kirk’s raised eyebrows 
and aeused expression. He started to blurt out an apology, but Kirk interrupted. 

"Problee, Scotty?" 

"Well, sir, yes and no." 

"Come on, Scotty, it’s six hours after you’re officially off duty and I find you head-first inside an engine. 
I adeit it’s not the last place 1’d look for you, but not usually at this tiee of night. What’s up?" 

"Ensign Thoeas aixed up the coolant with the waste eatter, sir. 1t’s a devil of a eess in there. 1’ve been 
working for an hour or so, but I can’t do anything with it. I think wa’ll have to flush out the engines...° 

A strange expression crossed Kirk’s face and Scotty felt that Thoeas was going to be in for soee trouble. 
"We’ll have to go to a repair base for that, won’t we?" 

"Aye, sir, that we will.* 

"You’re sure about this mix-up, Scotty? There’s nothing you can do?" 

"ILL keep trying, sir, but I think it’s too far gone for anything I can do here in space.° 

"Very good," Kirk said absently, seeeing to have forgotten Thomas after all. "Carry on, Mr. Scott.* He left 
Scott staring at the closed door, wondering if the Captain had gone baley. 

The idea that had struck hie in Engineering was becoeing clearer in his eind as he reached his cabin. He was 
deep in thought as he entered and didn’t iemediately notice that there was soeeone sitting at the desk. He pulled 
his shirt off and threw it on the bed, then came back into the other room, It was then that he noticed McCoy, 
"Changed quarters, Doctor?" he asked, a slight tinge of irony in his voice. 

"And I eight ask if you’ve changed your duty to third shift, Jim. You’ve been gone a long tie. Your own 
shift starts in three hours - that doesn’t allow for very euch sleep for a coeeanding officer.” 

Kirk acknowledged McCoy’s statement with a grunt and dropped into the unoccupied chair. 

"I’ve been to Spock’s quarters too, Jie. Empty - sage as here. Do you happen to know where he is?" 

“Worried about hia?" 

"Some. Not that there’s anything I can do for that tight-lipped sack-clothed Vulcan, but I like to know where 
to expect the casualties to be coming froa.° 

"Observation deck." 

"Thanks. Jia, have you been getting any sleep at all?" 

"Wot much," Kirk admitted. "I’a not enjoying the dreams that coee with it, Bones," he said. “What would it 
take for you to order Spock on sick leave?" 

“Depends. Why?" 

"What about ae?" 

"Jia, what’s this all about? You’re both wrought up and I know you haven’t been sleeping. Heaven only knows 
about Spock} I haven’t even seen hia since we left Altair. You’ve got an idea about soeething and [’e not too sure 
I’a going to like it. Are you going to tell so I’1] be sure I don’t?" 

"Bones, Scotty just told ee we’ve got a problem with the engines. No, don’t look at ae like that, this is 
purely accidental, But we'll have to go to a repair base. That geans the possibility of shore. leave..." He leaned 
back in his chair, his arms covering but not completely concealing the angry red weal that crossed his chest. °...1 
want to get off the Enterprise and I want to take Spock with me. We’ve got a problee and we’ve got to hatch it 
out. And I think we’ve got to get to the bottoe of the whole thing by ourselves, with no one around to interfere...” 

“Jisy I don’t like it. I’m not sure it’s a good thing for you to be alone with Spock just now." 

"Why not, Bones?" 

McCoy knew he was trapped. He was going to be forced to say soeething he didn’t want to, soeething that would 
gake Kirk’s decision even harder than it already was. 

"I’a not too sure how to say it. I don’t trust Spock, Jia. He’s been through eental hell - physically he’s 
returning to noraal, but I’d hate to push hia in the state he’s in. There’s no predicting how he’d react in a 
confrontation with you just now, Reeeaber, he’s a Vulcan..." 

"And you told ae yourself a little while ago he wasn’t just a Vulcan...he’s ey friend too, Doctor!" Kirk 
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snapped, his eyes blazing. "1 saw hia just now - he was alone and he was in torment, And do you know what I did? 
I ran away from hia. | hurt hia so badly. I looked at hia and I knew he could read ay fear. I destroyed any hope 
he might have had that what happened on Vulcan hadn’t changed completely what we had. I looked into his eyes and 
saw despair...’ 

He smashed his fist on the desk. "Bones, I’ve got to face hia with nowhere to run. I’ve got to reach hia and 
find ayself. I can’t do that here, there are too many easy outs..." 

NcCoy nodded, seeing in Kirk’s fragile determination that it would be better to let thea go and trust that the 
extraordinary bond they had shared would see thea through to the understanding that would have to come - or the 
resulting destruction if they failed. 

« 


The intercom rang, bringing Kirk groggily out of a restless doze. He glanced at the chronometer - he had slept 
for just over an hour. He swung his legs over the side of the bed and rested his head in his hands. He felt awful, 
his head was pounding and his chest was gore irritated than ever. Bleary-eyed, he headed for the bathrooa. 

Spock wasn’t at breakfast. Kirk got a cup of black coffee and went to join McCoy, who was happily attacking a 
full plate of haa and eggs, accompanied by the ever-present grits. One look told McCoy that Kirk was feeling no 
better than he had been a few hours earlier. 

"You'll never grow hair on your chest with black coffee, Jis-boy. Why don’t you try some food like the rest of 
the human-race? You might find you like it...” He broke off, seeing that his attempt at huaor was going very wide 
of the mark. "Jim, you’ve got to eat...” 

"1’a not very hungry, Bones. Have you seen Spock?" 

"No. He’s probably meditating or some fool thing in his quarters. He’31 show up for his duty shift.‘ 

“Yeah, I suppose so..." Kirk saw Scotty come in and get some coffee and he aotioned for the Engineer to join 
thea. McCoy noted with some concern that Scotty also seemed to be existing on black coffee. How the blazes was he 
going to keep the crew going if he couldn’t get anyone to eat? 

"Scotty," he said, "you took like the devil. When did you last go to bed?" 

Scotty frowned, "I was trying to fix the engines, Doctor, no time for sleep last night. Captain,” he said, 
turning toward Kirk, "it’s no good. I’ve tried everything I can think of to flush that auck out and nothing works. 
We’11 have to go to a repair base.’ 

"All right, Scotty. 171] contact Starfleet. Repair Base 7 isn’t far from here. We should be able to get 
priority treataent there - Sidon Alles is a good friend, he’ll look after us.” He took a long, searching look at his 
Chief Engineer. "Any pressing work that needs your attention at the soaent?° 

Scotty looked puzzled. "No, sir, just need to keep an eye on the coolant level and hope you don’t need sore 
than warp one speed." 

"Good, then I’a ordering you off duty, Mr. Scott. Get some sleep. You’ve done as auch as you can and | don’t 
want you falling apart. Agreed, Doctor?" 

McCoy had been watching the exchange with a slight smile playing on his face as he saw the trap that Kirk was 
laying and how neatly Scotty fell into it. Scotty saw that he was outnumbered and wearily agreed to go to bed as 
soon as he checked out the engine room and left the appropriate orders. He finished the rest of his coffee and 
left. 

"Jia, I don’t suppose 1 could convince you to follow those orders yourself?" McCoy said hopefully, looking at 
the tired aan sitting across from hia. 

"No time, Bones. I’ve got things to do." He stood up, picking up his empty cup. "Oh, I want you to call 
Spock to Sickbay in about an hour and I’d like to be there, too. 1 want you to order that leave, Bones, for both of 
us. 1 want it officially logged so there can be no backing out." 

Spock was already on the bridge when Kirk arrived and he noted that the Vulcan did not look up as he noreally 
did at the Captain’s arrival. He had a quiet word with the rest of the crew, then aoved over to Spock’s computer 
station. The Vulcan straightened as he heard Kirk approach, but his eyes did not meet the Captain’s. Kirk tried 
to ignore the tension and explained the situation and the plans for going to the repair base. 

Spock finally looked up at Kirk, his eyes completely devoid of any expression. “I agree with Mr. Scott, 
Captain. It seems the only logical solution to the problea.’ 

Kirk nodded, his eyes lingering on Spock’s face as he tried to figure out what the Vulcan was thinking; then he 
gave up and turned to Lt. Uhura, ordering her to contact Starfleet and explain the situation. Moving to his 
command chair, he ordered Chekov to plot a course for Repair Base 7. "Keep her at warp one, Mr. Sulu. If for any 
reason you need to change speed, don’t do it without first consulting ae. Understood?" 

"Understood, sir." 
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Kirk glanced around the bridge, at a momentary loss of what to do next. Mercifully, the intercom rang. "McCoy 
to bridge. Captain, if you and Mr. Spock are free, I’d like to see you both in ay office." 
"We'll be there directly, Doctor," Kirk said, not looking at his First Officer. "Kirk out.’ 


The doors of Sickbay closed behind them before Kirk spoke, Ha had sat in McCoy’s office watching Spock as the 
Doctor orderad sick leave and explained why. Spock had not said a word, had only stared at his hands as McCoy 
spoke. His only rmaction came when McCoy ordered sick leave for Kirk as wall. Spock’s head had snapped up and for 
a poment, Kirk was sure he saw fear in the Vulcan’s eyes, but it came and went so fast that he couldn’t be sure. 
Now he was going to force the issue; he wasn’t going to allow hiaself to run any further. "Come to ay quarters, 
Spock." 

"Captain, ay duties..." 

"That’s an order, Mister!" 

Spock retreated behind his mask and followed Kirk to the turbolift and then to his quarters. He remained 
standing at attention while Kirk sat at his desk, his gaze focused squarely on some point above Kirk’s head. Kirk 
sat looking at hie for a few minutes, but Spock did not change his position. 

Finally Kirk gave up. “Mr. Spock, I have arranged for a two-man shuttle when we reach the repair base. 
think the time has come for some honest thinking and talking and we can’t do it on the Enterprise...° 

"Captain, I don’t...° 

"IT haven’t finished!" Kirk tried to ignore the ute appeal in Spock’s eyes. He had to get this out now, 
uninterrupted, or it would never get said. "The Enterprise has functioned as the best starship in the Fleat for 
more than a year, Spock, partly because of something that you and I shared. Whatever it was, understanding, trust, 
whatever label you want to put on it, is gone, it got lost back on Vulcan. Spock..." His voice grew slightly 
unsteady and his eyes filled with a pain the Vulcan had rarely seen. "...1 don’t know what to do - I’a lost, too. 
I need your help..." 

Spock struggled for control, all the helpless guilt and horror threatening to break the fragile balance he had 
been desperately clinging to. "Captain, I can’t help you..." His head dropped and he blindly reached out for the 
chair in front of hia, "...1 can’t even help aysel¢!" 

Kirk stared at the treabling aan in front of him, a desperate hope starting to build. Spock had adsitted his 
weakness, a glimpse of the lonely, searching aan had been revealed. Maybe if they could get away they could copa, 
find each other again, or at least reconcile theaselves to the trauma of Vulcan. He got up and moved to the Vulcan; 
not daring to touch hia. "Spock," he said gently, "let’s try - we’ve got to reach out now or we'll never do it." 

Spock lifted his face, his momentary openness gone, barriers reinstated, the blank features once sore 
underlining the alien part of his nature. The friend Kirk knew was gone - only the stranger remained, "It won’t 
work, Captain. As long as you live, you will remember that I tried to kill you, and would have, had not Dr. McCoy 
intervened. And it might happen again. I lost control once; there could be other times. You will always know 
that. You'll look at me and remember and wonder when it @ight happen again. How could I ask that you trust ae? I 
can no longer trust ayself! Js that what autual understanding and respect is built upon? Is that the kind of aan 
you want for your First Officer and your friend?" 

Kirk’s eyes didn’t leave Spock’s face while the Vulcan spoke. Spock could see the truth of his words hitting 
home, but for the first ties since they had left Vulcan, Kirk didn’t shrink from the icy distance in Spock’s ayes, 

Kirk’s voice was soft when he answered, but the determination was evident. “Don’t you think that’s ay problea, 
Commander, to be dealt with by ae, in ay own way? You’ve got enough probleas of your own; I’d suggest you start 
thinking about thea!* 

Spock’s eyes conceded the point. 

"We’ll arrive in less than an hour at the repair base. The shuttlecraft will be waiting. I’m leaving Scotty 
in command hare} he knows sore about the repair work than I do anyway. We'll have two days, Mr. Spock, two days to 
make one of the most important decisions of our lives or lose..." His voice trailed off. 

Their eyes aet and the dominant expression in each was fear. 


McCoy sat in Kirk’s quarters and watched hie pack, acutely conscious of the growing tension in the aan. The 
Captain was traveling light - trousers, boots, shirt, sweater, jacket, bathing suit. When Kirk was ready to close 
his suitcase, McCoy handed hia a small jar. Kirk looked at hie with raised brows. 

"For your chest if it gets too bad. I’d like you to take ay advice and try to keep any material off it. The 
gore exposure that can get to air and sun, the faster it’ll heal. It’s in a nasty place, especially with the 
auscles torn like they are. Of course, you could always stop breathing for a day or so to keep it still...* 
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The two of thee grinned at one another, then Kirk tucked the jar into the cornar of his case and locked it. 
“Well, guess that’s it. You coming to sea us off?" 

"Of course! What’s tha point of going on a vacation without having somebody around to wave good-bye?" He 
hesitated a aoaent, then added, “You’re sure Spock’s going to go with you?" 

"Bones, 1’a not sure of anything but that he’s just as scared as I am... think he'll coae. I guess I sort of 
ordered hia to, instead of asking. He was being bullheaded about the whole thing.® 

McCoy frowned, “Well, 1’m@not going to offer any advice - you understand hie better than I do. But, Jia, 
don’t expect too auch. He opened hiaself to you once and it hurt hia sore than we can possibly conceive to have 
alaost killed you. It aight have done daaage so deep that he’1]1 never trust hiaself again." 

A familiar, stubborn determination crossed Kirk’s face and McCoy knew the Captain wasn’t going to accept 
defeat, from either Spock or hiaself. He was leaving himself wide open for a greater hurt than he had already 
received, “But that’s why he’s the comaander he is,® thought McCoy. "I only hope it doesn’t shatter hia.° 

Spock was waiting in the transporter rooa, a small case on the floor beside his. He was dressed entirely in 
black, which underlined the tint of green in his skin and sade his eyes look like black coals glowing from under the 
upSwept brows. He acknowledged the Captain’s greeting with aore foreality than usual, but he did not seem as tense 
as Kirk. McCoy found his hopes rising a little. Maybe if this gan would just give a little, a airacle could happen 
and they could accept each other - and theaselves. 

Kirk and Spock positioned theaselves on the transporter platfora as they had so many times in the past, only 
this tise a yawning chase separated thea, their air of desperation hitting McCoy almost like a teapest of eaotion. 


The s@all craft flew low over the wooded area. Where the trees broke, there were gliapses of s@all lake’ spark- 
ling in the sunlight. No words passed between the occupants of the shuttle. Kirk was busy following the 
instruaents as he flew the craft to their destination. Spock, out of long habit, followed the descent on his coapu- 
ter, his mind aware of all of Kirk’s aovements, noting the craft’s reactions to the delicate changes of altitude and 
speed. Within a few aeinutes, they had landed in a small clearing. Kirk stretched out his areas. “Well, we’re 
here." 

Spock’s eyebrow rose slightly. He was stil] amused by the huaan tendency to always state the obvious. 

Kirk smiled in reutrn, then got up and opened the door. A cool breeze was coming off tha water. He jueped 
down and looked around. The cabin Allen had described was right where it should be, and only a faw aeters in front 
of it was a long dock with a boat tied to it. A aan could be quite content hera with very little affort. 

Spock landed lightly besida hia, then reached back and brought out their suitcases and a larga box full of 
provisions. Kirk took the suitcases and led the way into the cabin, holding the door open for the Vulcan. 

The cabin was bigger than it looked from outside. There was a small kitchen off to one side and the bedrooa 
was in a loft above the sain living area. The living room was a sunken area in front of a large stone fireplace. 
An ample supply of wood was piled in an iron container to one side of the fireplace. There was little furniture, 
just large pillows and fur rugs scattered in front of the hearth and a s@all table with a couple of chairs near the 
kitchen, 

Spock started unpacking the box while Kirk carried their suitcases up the stairs. One side of the loft was 
totally glassed in, giving a panoramic view of the lake and surrounding area. Kirk bounced on both beds and decided 
that Spock would like the harder one, so he put the Vulcan’s case on it. Looking out the window, he decided he 
would swia before dinner, even if it was too cold. The water was too inviting to resist. 

A devilish thought crossed his mind and he called downstairs. “Spock, want to go for a swia?* He knew before 
he asked what the answer would be and was already resigned to a solitary session before the Vulcan answered. The 
refusal was polite, but fire. 

He pulled on his trunks and grabbed a towel froa the adjoining bathrooa, then galloped down the stairs two at a 
tiae, As Spock turned from his unpacking, Kirk saw a cold expression replace the one of quiet aeuseaent at Kirk’s 
enthusiasa. The Vulcan’s eyes were like ice and Kirk felt a twinge of dread pull at his stoaach. What could be 
wrong? 

Then he realized what Spock was staring at - the vivid red scar that ran the full length of his chest. 

"Daan," he thought. “Of all the careless, stupid things to do..." He swung the towel around his shoulders 
carelessly, covering his chest. He grinned at Spock. ‘“l nominate you as chief cook - I’11 be the bottle washer. 
I?ll be back in half an hour and expect to see a feast!" Not waiting for Spock to answer, he disappeared out the 
door. 

He drowned his anger and frustration in the cold waters of the lake, He dove off the end of the dock and swae 
as hard and as strongly as he could, intentionally tiring hiaself out, gatting rid of as auch pent-up aeotion as he 
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could. He deliberately tried to think of nothing, just let hiaself become lost in the feeling of the cold water 
washing over his body as his strong strokes pulled hie firaly across the lake. 

He finally felt hiaself start to tire and turned over onto his back, looking toward the shore. Spock was 
standing there watching hia, motionless. Although Kirk was a good way from shore, he was struck by the strange 
expression on Spock’s face. Kirk stared back, trying to figure out what the Vulcan was thinking about, but the 
expression was one he’d not seen before. 

He started to swie back and immediately discovered that he had strained his injured chest. Torn auscles 
screaping, his aras rebelled and he was having trouble staying afloat. He thought he was covering up his difficulty 
fairly well, until he saw Spock dive into the lake and with his powerful ares strike through the water to his side 
in only a few ainutes. A strong ara slipped around Kirk’s chest and in silence he towed Kirk back to the shore. He 
helped hie onto the dock and they sat side by side for a moment, each breathing heavily, Kirk fromthe sudden 
realization of the danger he had been in, Spock from the exertion of pulling Kirk back to shore. 

Finally Kirk looked at the Vulcan. “Spock...” 

Spock got to his feet. "You were late for dinner, Captain; I was becoming concerned." 

‘Captain.’ The formality was still there. He could save a life, but he couldn’t acknowledge a friend. Daan! 
How was he going to break through? 

Kirk slowly trailed Spock back to the cabin. The seells as he entered said plainly that dinner really was 
ready. Spock was coming down the stairs, a dry towel in his hands, along with Kirk’s clothes. He had already 
changed his own wet clothes. He silently handed Kirk’s to hia. 

Kirk took thea and turned away. A quiet voice stopped hia. "I think that Dr. McCoy would want you to use this, 
Captain." Spock held the jar that McCoy had given Kirk in his quarters. Kirk stared autely at the jar, then up at 
Spock. 

"1t’s not that bad, Spock." 

The flicker in the Vulcan’s eyes told Kirk that he had not lied very well. Spock took hie by the ara and 
propelled hie to a chair by the fireplace. Steeling himself to see the livid wound, he carefully dried Kirk’s body 
and then applied the cream. Kirk gratefully closed his eyes as the Vulcan gently rubbed the soothing heat into the 
injured auscles. He missed the flood of pain and guilt that crossed Spock’s face as the sensitive fingers felt the 
daeage that was still present. It would be a while before this physical reminder of what had happened healed froe 
this aan’s body. And as long as it was present, it would be one gore block in healing the breach between thea. 


Kirk finished putting away the last of the dishes and dried his hands on the towel that was hanging on the 
rack. He shrugged into his sweater and walked down into the living room, where Spock was putting the finishing 
touches to the fire. Kirk appreciated the heat - he was too accustomed to the controlled clieate on the Enterprise 
to like the rather penetrating cold of the unheated building. He saw a slight treaor pass through the Vulcan and 
realized that Spock aust be feeling the cold far sore than he was. He pulled some of the large pillows closer to 
the fire and flopped down, ignoring a twinge of pain as his chest twisted with the movement of the pillows. Spock 
brought over some coffee, leaving his tea brewing on the stove, then he went back and poured himself a cup, Making 
a detour to the bedroom for an extra sweater, he came and sat cross-legged on a pile of fur rugs on the far side of 
the fireplace. 

They sat in silence, each watching the dancing flames, and lost in his own thoughts. But the silence wasn’t 
awkward and at least that was a start. Kirk found himself watching the Vulcan, trying to figure out what was going 
on in that complicated brain. 

Then caes a quiet word, so quiet that Kirk wasn’t altogether sure he heard it. "Red..." 

He looked at the fire - it was red, sort of. What did Spock mean? He looked back at Spock and was startled to 
see the Vulcan staring directly at hi. "Everything was red - the sky, the blood, ay mind...all red, burning, 
driving... 

Kirk could feel his heart start banging - Spock’s eyes weren’t focused, although they were staring at hia. His 
throat felt dry. He swallowed hard so he wouldn’t be betrayed by a cracking voice. "Spock, that’s finished. Don’t 
torture yourself..." 

"Kali-fee,..choose - your bondmjate or your friend. Admit now, which is gore isportant. You aust kill the one 
you love..." 

Kirk froze. Why was Spock talking like this? Please, Bones, don’t be right. You said you didn’t trust hia, 
that I shouldn’t force a confrontation, that he wasn’t strong enough yet... 

Spock sighed and picked up his cup. "More coffee, Captain?" He stopped, his attention focused on the strange 
look on Kirk’s face, ‘What is wrong?" Concern rang strongly in Spock’s voice; he seeesd unaware that he had spoken 


141 


before. 

Kirk forced hiaself to smile. ‘Nothing, J’ just so tired, Spock. I know we’ve got a lot to talk about, but 
I’ve got to go to bed. Tomorrow...* 

Spock still looked puzzled, but nodded agreesent. Kirk slowly went upstairs and undressed, crawling thankfully 
between the ware blankets. He couldn’t talk to Spock now, not with the Yulcan’s words ringing in his ears. He 
needed time to think and he was too exhausted now to try. His last waking vision was of the Vulcan sitting aotion- 
less in front of the fire. 

* 


Someone was moving, Standing above hia. He was lying naked on the bed with nothing covering him. He shot up 
to discover Spock standing there with all the blankets in his hands. ‘What the hell are you doing?" His voice 
sounded panicky, even to hia. 

Spock looked flustered. ‘I was coming to bed, Captain. You were moving restlessly and had thrown your blankets 
on the floor. I was endeavoring to replace thea before the cold awakened you.’ 

Kirk flushed, embarrassed and angry at exposing his fear. Spock looked honestly surprised by his reaction and 
was beginning to look as uncomfortable as Kirk felt. "I’m sorry, Spock. I guess | was having a bad dream. You 
fitted in quite nicely.’ 

Spock looked even more uncomfortable. “That’s understandable, sir.’ He looked at the blankets in his hand and 
autely offered thea to Kirk, who took thea sheepishly. 

"This is ridiculous!® 

"Sir?" 

Kirk looked up. “Spock, you scared me just now, badly. You scared ae earlier this evening auttering about 
Vulcan and blood and bondaates,..* 

Spock looked uneasy. "It won’t happen again, Captain, and despite what Dr. McCoy has said, I have recovered 
physically from the pon farr and | a@ regaining control of ay mind. I will do nothing irrational - you need not be 
frightened. ° 

“That’s what I thought before...” The words were out before Kirk realized it. 

Dark eyes met his head on. “I am not what you thought I was before. | ama Vulcan - it cannot be explained, 
only experienced. Eons of bloody savagery have aade ae what I am. | aust never forget it, and now that you have 
seen it, you will never forget it either.° 

"That’s what I’a afraid of," thought Kirk to hiaself. “And if that’s true, I’ve lost the aost valuable friend 
I’ve ever had..." 

* 


The night passed slowly. Spock did not atteapt to remain in the loft, but returned to his vigil by the fire, 
leaving Kirk alone. He remained sitting aotionless by the flickering light, his eyes closed. From where he was, 
Kirk could not tell if the Vulcan was sleeping, though he doubted it. It was a week ago that he had faced Spock on 
the sands of Vulcan; probably the onset of pon farr cage at least a week before that. Spock had once insisted that 
Vulcans didn’t need rest, that under stress they could go for weeks without sleep. There was no doubt that Spock 
was under stress, 

Kirk shifted uncomfortably. His chest felt worse than ever. He had been a fool to strain it by Swiasing so 
vigorously. It was his own stupid fault and he deserved the consequences. After considerable tossing about, he 
decided that he might as well give up trying to sleep. The sky was starting to lighten - aaybe if he took a long 
walk he could think of some way out of this dilemma. 

He dressed slowly, being careful to use McCoy’s cream unobtrusively, so Spock would not be aware of his 
discomfort. He put a jacket “over his sweater and moved quietly down the stairs. Spock gave no indication of 
Noticing that he was there, although Kirk was sure he knew. He opened the door and stepped out into the frosty 
aorning. 

Looking around, he Sawa path disappearing into the woods around the side of the boat house. The dawn light 
gave everything an unreal appearance, with frost clinging to the trees and grass. He turned up the collar of his 
jacket and plunged his hands deep into the pockets. Taking a last look at the cabin, he headed off, 

After only a few minutes, he found hiaself relaxing, the brisk air clearing his head and making hia feel aore 
alive. The birds were starting to twitter and morning activity was beginning all around hia. 

He thought of the last tise he had walked through the woods ona frosty aorning. It had been some years ago 
and with a gan whoa he loved deeply - his father. Suddenly the image of his father was clear in his mind, as real 
as if the gan was standing beside hia, tall, rugged, and with a love and an understanding of people that his son had 
never found in another person. 
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Kirk had been home on leave ~ it was shortly before the final illness that had claimed his father’s life. They 
were walking through the seall woods on the family fara, It was late in the fall; all the crops were in. The ducks 
and geese were on the aove, the air was crisp and clear, with the sounds of migrating birds loud in their ears. 

He had always been able to discuss any probleas with his father. They had had a unique understanding of each 
other which made words almost unnecessary, but his father’s insight always made the problem seem so auch easier to 
solve, 

As he pictured that scene, Kirk found his eyes filling with tears. If only he could run home and bury his face 
in his father’s chest, everything would be all right. If only he could give this problem to someone else - have it 


solved for hia. 
But that could never happen. He was no longer a boy. He was thirty-three, a starship commander. Other people 


ran to hia; their problems were his problemas. He had no one to run to. His father was no longer there ~ he was 
alone. He brushed the back of his hand across his eyes and drew in a deep breath. He was alone - he would have to 
face it and accept it. 

Suddenly it dawned on hie - alone! He stood in the glowing sunrise with his eyes fixed straight ahead, seeing 
not the beauty of his surroundings, but the figure of a lonely gan standing at a computer station, picking up a aeal 
tray, standing lost and solitary on shore, watching his shippates go their separate ways, the attempts to hide the 
hurt when bigotry, open and deadly, was aimed his way. Every abuse, every slight, every degradation was accepted. 
There was no rebuttal, no defense, just a tightening of the barriers. But the dark eyes didn’t hide everything. 

They didn’t hide worry, fear, amusement, pain, frustration - those emotions were present and in full play. But 
No one ever saw thea. ’Stoneface’ was the crew’s name for Spock. But that was the last thing he was. Why did he, 
Kirk, See what the others missed? Even McCoy didn’t always see. With very few exceptions, Kirk always knew exactly 
what Spock was thinking and feeling. What was it in the Vulcan that aade this empathy possible? 

He was alone. As Kirk was alone. 

They had reached out to each other and, for a brief moment in tiae, they were no longer alone. Kirk suddenly 
realized how it would be without Spock at his side. He needed the Vulcan. He needed his strength and support. He 
needed Spock’s friendship, as auch as Spock needed his. They were special, each to the other. There was nowhere 
else to turn - for either of thea. 

Kirk turned and raced back to the cabin, suddenly clutched by a desperate fear that he had already lost Spock, 
that the Vulcan would be gone. He burst in through the door, half stumbling as the searing pain caused by his 
heaving chest momentarily doubled hia over. He drew in a gaSping breath. 

"Spock! Spock! Where are you?" 

The Vulcan looked up in astonishaent at Kirk’s entrance. He had been fixing breakfast, but dropped the frying 
pan onto the floor and quickly moved over to where Kirk was leaning against the wall. Kirk grabbed onto hie like a 
drowning gan. 

"Spock, I thought you were gone. I was so Scared...!] thought I was alone." 

"Jia, cala down, It’s all right - I’a here. 

The use of his name, the concern shining from Spock’s eyes had Kirk half sobbing as Spock led hie over to the 
blazing fire. His confused emotions and tension, along with the pain in his chest was eaking it difficult to 
breathe. Spock got hia sitting on the rugs, but when he tried to aove away, Kirk gripped his aras more fiercely. 
"Spock, don’t leave. Please, just sit here for a minute. | really haven’t lost ay aind. I’ve got to talk to you 
and it’s got to be now. Please, just sit.’ 

Spock looked a bit dubious, but sat down, edging a little away from the huaan. Kirk let hie go, realizing that 
Spock’s attitude hadn’t changed, that he did not feel right now the desperate need that had sent Kirk flying back to 
the cabin. He fought to control his breathing so he could make hiaself coherent. Spock sat silently, watching hia. 

Gradually Kirk’s breathing returned to noreal, his aind stopped whirling in a kaleidoscope of confused color. 
He forced hiaself to look Spock straight in the face, and the open appeal stopped Spock fro dropping his eyes. They 
sat facing each other for the first time since that day on Vulcan, when the lirpas had weighed heavily in their 
hands. 

"Spock," Kirk said softly, "we all ake aistakes and 1’ve allowed ayself to aake an almost fatal error by 
letting the trauaa of what happened on Vulcan blind ae to reality. 

"I was Scared, and because | was scared, | didn’t stop to think. I didn’t stop to realize that the Spock | 
faced on Vulcan was not the Spock | knew, was not the Spock you know. The Spock I know is sitting here in front of 
ae and I’d trust hia with ay life - anyplace, anytiae... 

"We go through our lives aaking mistakes, and we need sogseone to turn to when we aake thea; we need someone in 
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our lives who @ay not coapletely understand us or why we do things, but who is there, not to pass judgesent, but to 
accept - and forgive, if necessary. 

"Loss of trust takes that person away, Spock. It leaves a @an vulnerable and alone. But if a @an is that 
alone, he can’t function. A huean cannot deal with life without sosebody to share it. I don’t aean to share the 
responsibility or the quilt, those things stay with the aan alone - but to share a life and to help that aan hold 
onto a life. 

“When I was walking this aorning, 1 needed that person, and when | turned, he wasn’t there. I was helpless - 
alone. I had turned away fro@ the one aan in the universe who has any chance of understanding who I a@ and what | 
aa going through. There was no one beside ae, Spock. You weren’t there...° 

"Jie, I..." 

"No, don’t say anything yet. Let ee get this out. Froa the first day | eet you, you aleost aade it a point to 
underline our differences. I ignored those warnings. As 1 got to know you better, the differences didn’t seea to 
gatter any aore. | thought I understood why you acted as you did, and | trusted you. And even though I knew you 
had soae difficulties, I thought you accepted ee and felt that saee trust. 

"Spock, I'l] never forget what happened on Vulcan. Sure, there’ll be tiges when [’1] find ayself backing off, 
tiaes when I can’t possibly understand why you are acting in a way that is different froa us - but you'll have the 
saee probleas with ae. Spock, it’s because of who and what you are that you’re so very iaportant to ae and to ay 
life..." 

Kirk stopped, his hazel eyes filling with desperate tears as he tried to put into words the terrible aching in 
his heart. "I’ve only said this to one other aan in ay life, but I said it too late and ay father never heard it. 
I’a not going to aake that saee aistake twice... 

He got painfully to his feet, the Vulcan silently rising with hie, his dark eyes guarded. They stood facing 
each other, then Kirk continued in a quiet voice that echoed throughout the rooa: 

"Spock, I love you." 

Who aoved first was never clear in their minds, but suddenly they stood in a tight eabrace, Spock’s dark head 
buried in Kirk’s shoulder his silent answer to his friend’s coeaitaent. Kirk hung on for all he was worth, not 
thinking, not daring to hope that their troubles were behind thea. What had happened would always remain a vivid 
aeaory, an uneasy knowledge that what had happened once could happen again. But for now, they were together. Kirk 
had reached out when Spock could not. Spock had received the forgiveness he could never have asked for. For now, 
the breach was healed. They would go on as before, one becosing even aore an extension of the other, becoaing ever 
aore iaportant in the life of the other, becoming aore loved in the sight of the other. 

For now, they were one. 
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It was all Sayant and Sarek could do to hold the thrashing body on the bed. Sayant tried a mald, but he 
couldn’t break through the blinding pain of Spock’s thoughts. Spock cried out again and again, pleading for Kirk to 
stop, calling of the danger ahead. Sayant tried to get hia to wake up, but Spock was too far away and oblivious to 
the atteapt. 

*« 


They weren’t going to aake it. The stora caught the small craft and threw it at its will. Kirk grialy hung on 
and used every ounce of his considerable skill, but he was fighting a losing battle. McCoy sat silantly beside hia, 
praying to a God he thought he had forgotten. Somehow Kirk kept enough contro] to prevent thea from breaking apart 
in the ataosphere, but he could do nothing to initiate a soft landing. Briefly he thought it would bea sore 
merciful death to break up in the ateosphere than to be smashed in the solid iapact when they hit the planet 
surface, but his survival instinct was too strong, He watched as the planet surface sped ever closer. 

"Hang on, Bones, this is it!* 

The impact tore the vessel to shreds, along with its passengers. At the aomant of contact, Kirk heard a 
Wailing sound and he knew that neither he nor McCoy had uttered it. Then he knaw nothing. 


Spock’s sudden collapse caught thea off guard, and Sayant sprawled face down across the bed while Sarek landed 
seat first on the floor. Even as he regained his feat, Sayant’s fingers flew to Spock’s face. He looked up at 
Sarek. ‘“He’s in a deep, natural sleep!’ He aoved his fingers slightly. "His mind is norgal - he’s no longer 
dreaming.” He slowly reaoved his hand. “l think he'll rest quietly now. Sarek, contact Starfleet again - see if 
they’ve found out anything. I'l] stay with Spock." 

Sarek ran into Amanda outside Spock’s door. His cries had reached her and she was pacing restlessly in the 
hall. "Spock is sleeping quietly now, Amanda, You should try to get some rest.” 

"Sarek, these dreams, are they real? Are Jia and Leonard in danger?® 

"] do not know. Starfleet has sent out a ship to intercept thes, We will have to wait to see what they find, 
Come, you aust rest." When he got his wife settled, he contacted Starfleet, but they had no further news. When he 
got back to Sayant, he found Spock sitting up in bed. 

"You are up Jate, Father." 

Sarek glanced out the window at the approaching dawn. ‘I think it would be sore correct to say I as up early, 
Spock. The sky to the east is bright.° 

Spock nodded slightly at what he assumed was yet another repriaand from his father for inaccuracy. "I assuee 
there is a reason why you are both here at this hour.® His raised eyebrow included thea both,. but his eyes were on 
Sayant. 

The tall Vulcan took a deep breath. ‘You were dreaming again, Spock. | think your dreass are connected ~ I’a 
trying to fit their pattern together. You talk a great deal during thea, but often your words are juabled.* 

"Of what aa I dreaming?" 

Sayant glanced at Sarek. There was danger here - he was not sure how Spock would react to the truth and the 
intensity of his dreams. Sarek nodded slightly. “Spock,” said Sayant, “do you remeaber a few days ago...! asked 
you if you recalled anything about the dreams that you had been having?® 

Spock noddad but remained silent. 

"Your dreams are always the same. You are seeing Captain Kirk and Doctor McCoy in some kind of danger. Your 
dreaes have becose increasingly desparate and violent. Can you raseabar anything at all about thea?® 


Spock sat silent for long ainutes, then shook his head. “I remeaber nothing. Surely if they are in danger, | 
would sense it when I am awake. I have done so in the past with the captain..,° 

"That was before your head injury, Spock. It is possible your brain is blocking that link because it is too 
weak to cope with the added strain when you are awake. Or it could eean that the dreams are just that - dreaes, 
Coae, I will help you to the bath, then breakfast.° 

Sayant stayed close to Spock, but none of his periods of sleep that day produced any dreaas. He lay peaceful 
and silent. Sayant finally went to his own rooa and fell into a deep yet troubled sleep. 


The wreckage didn’t catch fires there wasn’t enough left to burn. The ship had split on iepact and broken into 
a thousand saall pieces as it plowed through the barely yielding ground. When it finally cage torest, two figures 
lay broken and bleeding on the scarred surface. 

After any hours, one figure stirred. The shreds of a gold shirt clung to the bloody body. With slow, painful 
aoveaents, a hand reached out to touch the now cold body of the aan lying so close to hia, 

"Bones..." The word waS a low oan. The hand fell. The pain was lessening, and he felt hiaself start to 
float, feather-light, within the broken aass that was the once strong body. He heard the voice again, that tiny 
voice at the back of his aind. “Don’t worry, Spock," he whispered, “don’t worry about us. We'll be all right. 
Don’t worry..." 


Sayant was awakened by a terrified Aeanda. He ran to Spock’s rooa, Spock was lying on his side, tears running 
down his face. 

"Jia, don’t die. J can’t live without you. Please, Jia, hold on. I need to be with you} don’t go without ae. 
Please, please wait!® 

Sayant looked at Aganda. “How long has he been like this?" 

"About five ainutes. He was sleeping quietly when all of a sudden he stiffened. He lay rigid for a few 
ainutes, then he started to cry. Sayant, what does it aean?" 

But Sayant’s attention was drawn to the figure on the bed. Spock had stopped crying, but his words continued, 
"Hold on, Jia. Wait, I’a cowing...° 


The large cruiser sent down a shuttle. Its stabilizers took a pounding, but they managed to land safely. 
Their readings showed one very weak life fora. They ran. 

Jaaes Kirk was alive, but only barely. He was terribly injured. The doctor exasined hie, then shook his head. 
*He’s beyond any help | can give hia.° 

As they stood there watching, Kirk slowly reached out his hand, a smile crossing his face. Then a treaor 
shuddered through his body and his hand dropped. The rescue party looked at each other. 

"Did he say soaething?" 

The doctor nodded. “Jt sounded like ’Spock’.* 


Sayant and Aeanda were standing beside Spock. His tears had dried and a radiant seile crossed the ravaged face 
as his ares reached out for some unseen contact. “Jie!” His body went liap. Instantly Sayant’s hands went to 
Spock’s face. There was nothing there to eeet thea, only an eapty shell. The spark of life had fled. Sayant 
slowly straightened up, his aind fighting to understand what he had just witnessed. There was no physical reason 
for Spock to die, yet sosething had caused hia to stop holding onto life. 

Asanda started tocry quietly. She had seen by Sayant’s expression that Spock was dead. Sayant’s areas went 
around her in a purely instinctive huean gesture. ‘He felt no pain, Asanda. He is at peace.* 

“But why did he die, Sayant? What’s been happening to hia that would cause hia to die?® 

Sayant’s answer was interrupted by Sarek’s arrival. One glance at their faces told hia what their words were 
unable to say. “When did he die?" 

"Only aoaents ago." 

Maanda gently freed herself from Sayant’s areas and went to Sarek who was blindly staring at the body of his 
son. Her quiet crying was the only noise which broke the silence. They were all stunned by the unexpected 
suddenness of Spock’s death. 

Finally Sayant began to understand what had happened. He looked at Sarek. “You received word froe Starfleet. 
They found the captain and the doctor dead.° 

Sarek’s eyebrows rose. “They found thea only ainutes ago. How did you know?" 

Sayant looked at Spock’s peaceful face. “l didn’t - he did. There’s something 1 often heard in ay childhood 
aaong hueans, Sarek, but did not believe until now. I often heard it said that dreasers never lie...° 


* 
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